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ANTI-SLAVERY POEMS 



TO WILLIAM LLOYD GARRISON. 

Champion of those who groan beneath 

Oppression's iron hand : 
In view of penury, hate, and death, 

I see thee fearless stand. 
Still bearing up thy lofty brow. 

In the steadfast strength of truth. 
In manhood sealing well the vow 

And promise of thy youth. 

Go on, for thou hast chosen well ; 

On in the strength of God ! 
Long as one human heart shall swell 

Beneath the tjrrant's rod. 
Speak in a slumbering nation's ear, 

As thou hast ever spoken, 
Until the dead in sin shall hear. 

The fetter's link be broken I 

I love thee with a brother's love, 

I feel my pulses thrill, 
To mark thy spirit soar above 

The cloud of human ilL 



AMTl-SLAl-Eliy POHMS 

My heart hatli IcsixnI to answor thine, 

Aiid c«bo bftck thy wordm 
jLji lua]w Ihf warrior'H at the Hkine 

Aui) tUah of kiiidrod swords I 

They tull me thou art rasli aiid rain, 

A lic&rcher after faine ; 

That thou i but to gain 

A long-e DO ; 

That thou ] th» Afric's huid 

And stei ic's heart. 

To shake &> piivl brand, 

And rem apart. 

Have I not K«. b well, aud read 

Thy mighty purpose Iodk ? 
And watched the trials which have made 

Thy human spirit strong ? 
And shall the slanderer's demon breath 

Avail with one like me. 
To dim the sunshine of my faith 

And earnest trust in thee ? 

Gro on, the dagger's point may glare 

Amid thy pathway's gloom ; 
The fate which sternly threatens there 

Is glorious martyrdom I 
Then onward with a martyr's zeal ; 

And wait thy sure reward 
When man to man no more shall kaeel* 

And God alone be Lord I 



TOUSSAINT UOUVERTURE U 



TOUSSAINT L'OUVERTURE. 

TonaBaint L'Oayertnre, the bUck ohieftain of Hayti, was a 
alsTe on the plantation **de libertaa/' belonging to M. Bayou. 
When the rising of the negroes took place, in 1701, Tonssaint re- 
fosed to join them until he had aided M. Bayou and his family 
to eaoi^ to Baltimore. The white man had discovered in Tous- 
saint many noble qualities, and had instructed him in some of the 
first branches of education ; and the preservation of his life was 
owii^ to the negro's gratitude for this kindness. 

In 1797, Toussaint L'Ouverture was appointed, by the French 
goremment, General-in-Chief of the armies of St. Domingo, and, 
as sooh, signed the Convention with General Maitland for the evac- 
uation of the island by the British. From this period, until 1801, 
the island, under the government of Toussaint, was happy, tran- 
quil, and prosperous. The miserable attempt of Napoleon to re- 
establish slavery in St. Domingo, although it failed of its intended 
object, proved fatal to the negro chieftain. Treacherously seized 
by Ledero, he was hurried on board a vessel by night, and con- 
veyed to France, where he was confined in a cold subterranean 
dungeon, at Besangon, where, in April, 1803, he died. The treat- 
ment of Toussaint finds a parallel only in the murder of the Duke 
D'Enghien. It was the remark of Godwin, in his Lectures, that 
the West India Islands, since their first discovery by Columbus, 
could not boast of a single name which deserves comparison with 
that of Toussaint L'Ouverture. 

T WAS night. The tranquil moonlight smile 
With which Heaven dreams of Earth, shed down 

Its beauty on the Indian isle, — 
On broad green field and white-walled town ; 

And inland waste of rock and wood. 

In searching sunshine, wild and rude. 

Rose, mellowed through the silver gleam, 

Soft as the landscape of a dream. 

All motionless and dewy wet. 

Tree, vine, and flower in shadow met : 

The myrtle with its snowy bloom. 

Crossing the nightshade's solemn gloom, — 
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The white cecropia's silver rind 
Believed by deeper green behind, 
The oraDge with ita fruit of gold, 
The lithe paulliiiiu's vcrdiuit fold, 
The passion-flower, with iiyuibol holy, 
Twining its tendrila long and lowly. 
The rhexiaa dark, and cafi«ia tall. 
And prone r nil. 

The king)' rial stem, 

Crowned diadem, 

Star-like, l 9 aombru ahtda. 

The fiery-n a plftyud I 

How lovel; spec^ then, 

Fair islanv< estem Soa ! 

Lavish of beanty, even when 
Thy brutes were happier than thy men, 

For they, at least, were free I 
Begardless of thy glorious clime. 

Unmindful of thy soil of flowers, 
The toiling n^ro sighed, that Time 

No faster aped his hours. 
For, by the dewy moonlight still. 
He fed the weary-turning mill. 
Or bent him in the chill morass. 
To pluck the long and tangled grass. 
And hear above his scar-wom back 
The heavy slare-wbip's frequent crack : 
While in his heart one evil thought 
In solitary madness wrought. 
One baleful Are surviving still 

The quenching of the immortal mind. 
One sterner passion of his kind. 
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Which even fetters could not kill, 
The savage hope, to deal, erelong, 
A vengeance bitterer than his wrong ! 

Hark to that cry I long, loud, and shrill, 
From field and forest, rock and hill, 
Thrilling and horrible it rang. 

Around, beneath, above ; 
The wild beast from his cavern sprang. 

The wild bird from her grove ! 
Nor fear, nor joy, nor agony 
Were mingled in that midnight cry ; 
But like the lion's growl of wrath. 
When falls that hunter in his path 
Whose barbed arrow, deeply set. 
Is rankling in his bosom yet, 
It told of hate, full, deep, and strong. 
Of vengeance kindling out of wrong ; 
It was as if the crimes of years — 
The unrequited toil, the tears. 
The shame and hate, which liken well 
Elarth's garden to the nether hell — 
Had found in nature's self a tongue. 
On which the gathered horror hung ; 
As if from cliff, and stream, and glen 
Burst on the startled ears of men 
That voice which rises unto God, 
Solemn and stem, — the cry of blood ! 
It ceased, and all was still once more. 
Save ocean chafing on his shore. 
The sighing of the wind between 
The broad banana's leaves of green. 
Or bough by restless plumage shook. 
Or murmuring voice of mountain brook. 



And answered to his lightei 
With more than spaniel 
The creatures of his lawlesi- 
Were trampling on his ver 
And on the night-air, wild 
Rose woman's shriek of mo 
For bloodied arms were roi 
And dark cheeks pressed aj 

Then, injured Af ric ! for tl 
Of thy own daughters, venj 
Full on the scornful hearts 
Who mocked thee in thy n: 
And to thy hapless childrei 
One choice, — pollution or 

Where then was he whose i 
Had taught the trampled h 
Until despair itself grew st 
And vengeance fed its tore] 
Now, when the thunderbolt 
Now, when oppression's hei 
Now, when the latent curse 
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Has gathered, drop by drop, its flood, — 
Why strikes he not, the foremost one. 
Where murder's sternest deeds are done ? 

He stood the aged pahns beneath. 

That shadowed o'er his humble door, 
Listening, with half-suspended breath. 
To the wild sounds of fear and death, 

Toussaint L'Ouverture I 
What marvel that his heart beat high ! 

The blow for freedom had been given. 
And blood had answered to the cry 

Which Earth sent up to Heaven ! 
What marvel that a fierce delight 
Smiled grimly o'er his brow of night, 
As groan and shout and bursting flame 
Told where the midnight tempest came. 
With blood and flre along its van, 
And death behind ! he was a Man ! 

Yes, dark-souled chieftain I if the light 

Of mild Religion's heavenly ray 
Unveiled not to thy mental sight 

The lowlier and the purer way. 
In which the Holy Sufferer trod, 

Meekly amidst the sons of crime ; 
That calm reliance upon God 

For justice in His own good time ; 
That gentleness to which belongs 
Forgiveness for its many wrongs. 
Even as the primal martyr, kneeling 
For mercy on the evil-dealing ; 
X<et not the favored white man name 
Thy stem appeal, with words of blame. 




Has lir not, vitli th« light of bearen 
Btoadly around lum, mwle the « 

Yea, on his thouaund war-fichls strivuu, 
Alid gloried in biit ghiutly .ibaiud ? 

Kneeling amidst his brother's blood. 

To offer mockery unto Hod. 

Aatf the lli-^ -' " ' One 

Could smile i lurder done t 

As if a hum 

Were purer jrw, 

Though offv rietian hauds, 

Thau the £oi {au Uuidit ! 



Sternly, amidst hia household band. 
His carbine grasped within his hand. 

The white man stood, prepared and still, 
Waiting the shock of maddened men, 
Unchained, and fierce as tigers, when 

The horn winds through their cavemed hilL 
And one was weeping in Us sight, 

The sweetest flower of all the isle, 
The bride who seemed but yesternight 

Love's £iur embodied smile. 
And, clinging to her trembling knee. 
Looked up the form of infancy, 
With tearful glance in either face 
The secret of its fear to trace. 

" Ha ! stand or die ! '* The white man's eye 
His steady musket gleamed along. 
As a tall Negro hastened nigh. 
With fearless step and strong. 
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^ What, ho, Toussaint I " A moment more, 
His shadow crossed the lighted floor. 

"Away I " he shouted ; "fly with me, 
The white man's bark is on the sea ; 
Her sails must catch the seaward wind. 
For sudden vengeance sweeps behind. 
Our brethren from their graves have spoken. 
The yoke is spumed, the chain is broken ; 
On all the hills our fires are glowing, 
Through all the vales red blood is flowing ! 
No more the mocking White shall rest 
His foot upon the Negro's breast ; 
No more, at mom or eve, shall drip 
The warm blood from the driver's whip : 
Yet, though Toussaint has vengeance sworn 
For all the wrongs his race have borne. 
Though for each drop of Negro blood 
The white man's veins shall pour a flood ; 
Not all alone the sense of ill 
Around his heart is lingering still, 
Nor deeper can the white man feel 
The generous warmth of grateful zeal. 
Friends of the Negro ! fly with me. 
The path is open to the sea : 
Away, for life I " He spoke, and pressed 
The young child to his manly breast. 
As, headlong, through the cracking cane, 
Down swept the dark insurgent train, 
Drunken and grim, with shout and yell 
Howled through the dark, like sounds from hell. 

Far out, in peace, the white man's sail 
Swayed free before the sunrise gale. 

TOL. UL 2 
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Cloud-like that island biiog afar, 

Along tho bright homoD's vergie, 
O'er which tho eunw of survUe war 

Rolled its red torreat, surge ou surge ; 
And ho, the Negro ohainpiou, where 

In the fierce tumult struggled ho ? 
Go trace hin* •>" ♦»•" ''-■■y glaro 
Of dwellingf night air. 

The jelia of \ despair, 

The streak laon to the aea I 

Sleep oalmli geon-tombt 

Beneath lieo sky, 

Dark Haytiei time shall oonia, 

Yea, even now is nigli. 
When, everywhere, thy name shall bo 
Bedeemed from color's infamy ; 
And men shall learn to speak of thee 
As one of earth's great spirits, bom 
In servitude, and nursed in scorn, 
Casting aside the weary weight 
Ajid fetters of its low estate, 
In that strong majesty of sonl 

Which knows no color, tongue, or clime, 
Which still hath spumed the base control 

Of tyrants through all time I 
Far other hands than mine may wreathe 
The laurel round thy brow of death, 
And speak thy praise, as one whose word 
A thousand fiery spirits stirred. 
Who crushed his foeman as a worm,' 
Whose step on human hearts fell firm : 
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Be mine the better task to find 
A tribute for thy lofty mind. 
Amidst whose gloomy vengeance shone 
Some milder yirtues all thine own, 
Some gleams of feeling pure and warm, 
Like sunshine on a sky of storm, 
Proofs that the Negro's heart retains 
Some nobleness amid its chains, — 
That kindness to the wronged is never 

Without its excellent reward. 
Holy to human-kind and ever 
Acceptable to God. 
1833. 



THE SLAVE-SHTOS. 

*' That fatal, that perfidious bark, 
Built i' the eclipse, and rigged with corses dark.'' 

Milton's Lycidas, 

" The French ship Le Rodeur, with a crew of twenty-two men, 
and with one hundred and sixty negro slaves, sailed from Bonny, 
in Africa, April, 1819. On approaching the line, a terrible mala- 
dy broke out, — an obstinate disease of the eyes, — contagious, 
and altogether beyond the resources of medicine. It was aggra- 
Tated by the scarcity of water among the slaves (only half a wine- 
glass per day beii^ allowed to an individual), and by the extreme 
impurity of the air in which they breathed. By the advice of 
the physician, they were brought upon deck occasionally ; but some 
of the poor wretches, locking themselves in each other^s arms, 
leaped overboard, in the hope, which so universally prevails 
among them, of being swiftly transported to their own homes in 
Afrira. To check this, the captain ordered several who were 
■topped in the attempt to be shot, or hanged, before their com- 
panioos. The disease extended to the crew; and one after 
another were smitten with it, until only one remained unaffected. 
Yet even this dreadful condition did not preclude calculation : to 
wre the expense of supporting slaves rendered unsalable, and to 
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« oapUin; 
lenMidt 
B labben, — 
The dying ana the dead." 
Up from the slavo-ship'B prison 
Fierce, bearded heads were thrust : 
** Now let the sharks look to it, — 
Toss up the dead ones first I " 

G)rpse after corpse came up, — 

Death had been busy there ; 
Where every blow is mercy, 

Why should the spoiler spare ? 
Corpse after corpse they cast 

Sullenly from the ship, 
Yet bloody with the traces 

Of fetter-liuk and whip. 

Gloomily stood the captfun, 
With bis arms upon his breast, 

With his cold bi-ow sternly knotted, 
And his iron lip compressed. 



< 
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** Are all the dead dogs over ? " 

Growled through that matted lip ; 

" The blind ones are no better, 
Let 's lighten the good ship." 

Hark ! from the ship's dark bosom, 

The very sounds of hell ! 
The ringing clank of iron, 

The maniac's short, sharp yell I 
The hoarse, low curse, throat-stifled ; 

The starving infant's moan. 
The horror of a breaking heart 

Poured through a mother's groan. 

Up from that loathsome prison 

The stricken blind ones came : 
Below, had all been darkness, 

Above, was still the same. 
Yet the holy breath of heaven 

Was sweetly breathing there. 
And the heated brow of fever 

Cooled in the soft sea air. 

** Overboard with them, shipmates ! " 

Cutlass and dirk were plied ; 
Fettered and blind, one after one. 

Plunged down the vessel's side. 
The sabre smote above, 

Beneath, the lean shark lay, 
Waiting with wide and bloody jaw 

His quick and human prey. 

God of the earth ! what cries 
Rang upward unto thee 7 




Voices of a^oy and blood, 

a Hhip-dock und from b 
Tlif last dull jiluiigi! wm heanl. 

The last wave caught ibi xtain, 
And thu uiisat«d shark luokcd up 

Fur huimui hearts la rain. 
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Into that burning si 
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" A storm," spoke out the gazer, 

" Is gathering and at hand ; 
Curse on 't, I 'd give my other eye 

For one firm rood of land." 
And then he laughed, but only 

Hia echoed laugh replied, 
For the blinded and the suffering 

Alone were at his side. 

Night settled on the waters, 

And on a stormy heaven. 
While fiercely on that lone ship's track 

The thunder-gust was driven. 
** A sail ! — thank God, a sail I " 

And as the helmsman spoke, 
Up through the stormy raunnur 

A shout of gladness broke. 
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Down came the stranger vessel, 

Unheeding on her way, 
So near that on the slaver's deck 

Fell off her driven spray. 
" Ho I for the love of mercy, 

We 're perishing and blind I " 
A wail of utter agony 

Came back upon the wind : 

" Help us ! for we are stricken 

With blindness every one ; 
Ten days we 've floated fearfully, 

Unnoting star or sun. 
Our ship 's the slaver Leon, — 

We Ve but a score on board ; 
Our slaves are all gone over, — 

Help, for the love of God ! " 

On livid brows of agony 

The broad red lightning shone ; 
But the roar of wind and thunder 

Stifled the answering groan ; 
Wailed from the broken waters 

A last despairing cry. 
As, kindling in the stormy light, 

The stranger ship went by. 



In the sunny Guadaloupe 
A dark-hulled vessel lay. 

With a crew who noted never 
The nightfall or the day. 

The blossom of the orange 
Was white by every stream. 




Anil tropic leaf, and flower, and bird 
W'era in the wanu Buubeam. 

And the sky was bright as ever, 

Aod the inoooUght elvpt tu) well. 
Oil the palm-trc«a by tiiu liillsido, 



And He ——<-' ■ 


>f the dell 


And the iri 


e Ctvolfl 


Were 


deep, 


And her tu 


la ever 


Otpas. 


leep. 



But vaiu wi d blosscun, 

Tlio greet I the sky, 

Anil the smilo oi nuuaa facusi 

To the slaver's da.rkeu<:x] eye ; 
At the breaking of the morning. 

At the star-lit evening time, 
O'er a world of light and beauty 

Fell the blackness of his crime. 



EXPOSTULATION. 



Dr. Charles Pollen, a Oerman patriot, who had come to Amer- 
ica for the freedom which was denied liiiii in hU natiire land, 
allied himself with the aliolitiauiBts, and at a convention of dele- 
(fatea from all the anti-slavery or^raniutions in New England, 
held at Boston in May, It^, was chairman of a committee to pre- 
pare an address t« the people of New Enf^land. Toward the close 
of the address occorred the passage which euf^gested these lioes. 

" The despotism which our fathers could not bear in their n*- 
tiie countrv is expiring, and the sword of justice in her reformed 
hands has applied its eatenainating edge to slavery- Shall the 
United Sutes — the free United titates. which could not bear tlie 
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bonds of a king — cradle the bondage which a king is abolishing ? 
Shall a Republic be leas free than a Monarchy ? Shall we, in the 
Tigor and buoyancy of our manhood, be leas energetic in righteoos- 
ness than a kingdom in its age ? *' — Dr, FclUrCs Address. 

**Qenia8 of America! — Spirit of our free institutions! — 
where art thou ? How art thou fallen, O Lucifer ! son of the 
morning, — how art thou fallen from Heaven! Hell from be- 
neath is moved for thee, to meet thee at thy coming! The 
kings of the earth cry out to thee, Aha ! Aha ! Art thou be- 
come like unto us ? " — Speech of Samud J. May. 

OuB fellow-countrymen in chains ! 

Slaves, in a laud of light and law ! 
Slaves, crouching on the very plains 

Where rolled the storm of Freedom's war ! 
A groan from Eutaw's haunted wood, 

A wail where Camden's martyrs fell, 
By every shrine of patriot blood. 

From Moultrie's wall and Jasper's well ! 

By storied hill and hallowed grot. 

By mossy wood and marshy glen, 
Whence rang of old the rifle-shot, 

And hurrying shout of Marion's men ! 
The groan of breaking hearts is there, 

The falling lash, the fetter's clank ! 
Slaves, slaves are breathing in that air 

Which old De Kalb and Sumter drank ! 

What, ho ! our countrymen in chains ! 

The whip on woman's shrinking flesh ! 
Our soil yet reddening with the stains 

Caught from her scourging, warm and fresh ! 
What ! mothers from their children riven ! 

What ! God's own image bought and sold ! 
Americans to market driven, 

And bartered as the brute for gold ! 




Speak ! nhall their agouj of ]>ra}'or 

Coma til Uling to our heaito in viun ? 
To UB wliose fathors Moniod to bear 

The ]>iiltry menace of a chain ; 
To OS, whose boaat in lotul and long 

Of lioly Liberty aiid Light ; 
Say, siiiiU the" writ.l.;i,.r aluv«8 of Wrong 

Plfiud viui lered Right? 

What ! sbaD i vinh breath, 

Our sympat «fav», 

Where Maohu of d«*tii, 

Strikes for t g**v« 7 

Shall prayers gi. its be Himg 

For Greece, the AiusiL-in tutter spuming. 
And millions hall with {x-ii and tongm 

Our light on all her altara burning ? 

Shall Belgium feel, and gallant France, 

By Vendome's pile and Schoenbrun's wall. 
And Poland, gasping on her lance. 

The impulse of our cheering call ? 
And shall the slave, beneath our eye, 

CUnk o'er our fields his hateful chun ? 
And toss his fettered anna on high, 

And groan for Freedom's gift, in vain ? 

Oh, say, shall Prussia's banner be 
A refuge for the stricken slave ? 

And shall the Russian serf go free 
By Baikal's lake and Neva's wave ? 

And shall the wintry-bosomed Dane 
Relax the iroo hand of pride, 
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And bid his bondmen cast the chain 
From f ettei^ soul and limb aside ? 

Shall every flap of England's flag 

Proclaim that all around are free, 
From farthest Ind to each blue crag 

That beetles o'er the Western Sea? 
And shall we scoff at Europe's kings, 

When Freedom's fii*e is dim with us, 
And round our country's altar clings 

The damning shade of Slavery's curse ? 

Go, let us ask of Constantine 

To loose his grasp on Poland's throat ; 
And beg the lord of Mahmoud's line 

To spare the struggling Suliote ; 
Will not the scorching answer come 

From turbaned Turk, and scornful Russ : 
^ Gro, loose your fettered slaves at home, 

Then turn, and ask the like of us ! " 

Just God ! and shall we calmly rest. 

The Christian's scorn, the heathen's mirth, 
Content to live the lingering jest 

And by-word of a mocking Earth ? 
Shall our own glorious land retain 

That curse which Europe scorns to bear ? 
Shall our own brethren drag the chain 

Which not even Russia's menials wear ? 

Up, then, in Freedom's manly part, 
From graybeard eld to fiery youth. 

And on the nation's naked heart 
Scatter the living coals of Truth I 



Up I wliilti ye aliui^wr, duo]>or yot 
The aliatlow ot uur fame u growing t 

Up I whilo ye jutuae, uttr Bon way set 
In blood, around our altars flowing I 




Oh ! i-ouse ye, ere tlie storm couies forth, 
The gatllO'*'' wrath of Ood Olid man. 

Like tiiiit wL 67P''^ earth, 

Wlieu hail va it raa. 

Hear ye do w 



uidemeath ? 



Up, tip! why iber where 

The Hiecpei iu dt>atji? 



Rise now for Freet uot tn strife 

Like that your stomor fHthcrtt saw, 
The awful waste of human life. 

The glory and the guilt of war : 
But break the chain, the yoke remove. 

And smite to earth Oppression's rod. 
With those mild arms of Truth and Love, 

Made mighty through the living God ! 

Down let the shrine of Moloch sink, 

And leave no traces where it stood ; 
Mor longer let its idol drink 

His daily cup of human blood ; 
But rear another altar there. 

To Truth and Love and Mercy given, 
And Freedom's gift, and Freedom's prayer. 

Shall call an answer down from Heaven I 
1834. 



HYMN 29 



HYMN. 

Written for the meeting of the Anti-Slayery Society, at Chat- 
ham Street Chapel, New York, held on the 4th of the seventh 
month, 1834. 

O Thou, whose presence went before 
Our fathers in their weary way, 

As with Thy chosen moved of yore 
The fire by night, the cloud by day ! 

When from each temple of the free, 
A nation's song ascends to Heaven, 

Most Holy Father ! unto Thee 

May not our humble prayer be given ? 

Thy children all, though hue and form 
Are varied in Thine own good will, 

With Thy own holy breathings warm. 
And fashioned in Thine image still. 

We thank Thee, Father ! hill and plain 
Around us wave their fruits once more. 

And clustered vine, and blossomed grain. 
Are bending round each cottage door. 

And peace is here ; and hope and love 
Are round us as a mantle thrown. 

And unto Thee, supreme above. 
The knee of prayer is bowed alone. 

But oh, for those this day can bring, 
As unto us, no joyful thrill ; 
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For tli'iM! wlio, nnder Freedom's wing. 
Art; lioiinil m Slavci^y's fctt«rs rtill : 

For tlioso to whom Thy written word 
Of li^lit aiitl love is never given ; 

For tliDse whoao ears havu uevvi- heard 
Tht! protuiiHi luiil the hope of hcaveot 

For broken hi otided mind, 

M'hei-eon n ercles fall ; 

Oh, be Thy jm i inolined. 

Who, as » eat all [ 

And grant, ' lat tbo tiote 

Of Barth's auii .^ i may bo near. 

When every land nml tongue luid cltnM ^ 
The message of Thy love shall bear ; 

When, smitten as with fire from heaven, 
The captive's chain shall sink in dust, 

And to his fettered soul be given 
The glorious freedom of the just! 



THE YANKEE GIRL. 

She sings by her wheel at that low cottage-door. 
Which the long evening shadow is stretching be- 
fore, 
With a music as sweet as the music which seems 
Breathed softly and faint in the ear of our dreams I 

How brilliant and mirthful the light of her eye. 
Like a star glancing out from the blue of the sky 1 
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And lightly and freely her dark tresses play 
O'er a brow and a bosom as lovely as they ! 

Who comes in his pride to that low cottage-door, 
The haughty and rich to the humble and poor ? 
'T is the great Southern planter, the master who 

waves 
His whip of dominion o'er hundreds of slaves. 

^^Nay, Ellen, for shame I Let those Yankee fools 

spin, 
Who would pass for our slaves with a change of 

their skin ; 
Let them toil as they will at the loom or the wheel. 
Too stupid for shame, and too vulgar to feel ! 

*^ But thou art too lovely and precious a gem 

To be bound to their burdens and sullied by 

them ; 
For shame, Ellen, shame, cast thy bondage aside. 
And away to the South, as my blessing and pride. 

"Oh, come where no winter thy footsteps can 

wrong, 
But where flowers are blossoming all the year 

long. 
Where the shade of the palm-tree 5s over my home. 
And the lemon and orange are white in their 

bloom I 

*^ Oh, oome to my home, where my servants shall 

all 
Depart at thy bidding and come at thy call ; 



1 



82 AyTi-sLAVEnr posits 

Thejr dmll latMl theo af mistrO'M witli trcmbliiiK 

utiil :iwe. 
And ea<-)i wUb of thy heart iholl bo felt u k law. 

Oh, coil III vc havo scon Iior — that prido of oor 

■s„u- 

Arise ainl i-iwl btwW th* ilarli wvnltli of Iwr eurU, 
With II Mi-i>ru in rhich tlti' gaxer conld 

feel. 

And a glance like shine that flndieB on 

steetl 

"Go back, htagh i^n ! thy tn-mtiirvx of 

Are dim n-Jth the blood of tiie hearts thon luut 

solil ; 
Thy home may be lovely, but round it I hear 
The ci-ack of the whip and the footsteps of fear! 

" And the sky of tliy South may be brighter than 

And groener thy landscapes, anil fairer thy flow- 
ers; 

But dearer the blast round our mountains which 
raves. 

Than the sweet summer zephyr which breathes over 
slaves! 

" Full low at thy bidding thy negroes may kneel, 
With the iron of bondage on si>irit and heel ; 
Yet know that the Yankee girl sooner would be 
In fetters with them, than in freedom with thee I " 



^ 
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THE HUNTERS OP MEN. 

These lines were written when the orators of the American 
Colonixation Society were demanding that the free blacka should 
be sent to Africa, and opposing Emancipation unless expatriation 
followed. See the report of the proceedings of the society at its 
annual meeting in 1834. 

Have ye heard of our hunting, o'er mountain and 

glen, 
Through cane-brake and forest, — the hunting of 

men? 
The lords of our land to this hunting have gone, 
As the fox-hunter follows the sound of the horn ; 
Hark I the cheer and the hallo ! the crack of the 

whip. 
And the yell of the hound as he fastens his grip ! 
All blithe are our hunters, and noble their match, 
Though hundreds are caught, there are millions to 

catch. 
So speed to their hunting, o'er mountain and glen, 
Through cane-brake and forest, — the hunting of 

men! 

Gay luck to our hunters ! how nobly they ride 
In the glow of their zeal, and the strength of their 

pride! 
The priest with his cassock flung back on the 

wind, 
Just screening the politic statesman behind ; 
The saint and the sinner, with cursing and prayer. 
The drunk and the sober, ride merrily there. 
And woman, kind woman, wife, widow, and maid. 
For the good of the hunted, is lending her aid : 



TOL> OL 
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Her foot s ici the Httrmp, her luui<) on the rein. 
How blitlK'ly «iho rides to tho hunting uf nivn I 

Oh, gOdlSy aiul (,'i-and in our hunting to sea, 

la this " html of tbo bravti and this home oE Uie 

fr.-.-.- 
Priest, wan-iur, and Btatosmun, frum Georgia to 

Maine. 
All mounting thu |p-aAj>ing th« rvin ; 

Right mciTily ha] ick num, whnitc luu 

Is the ciii'l of bis ! hue of his slan I 

Woe, now, to the i tnms him at bay I 

Will ouc hunter* 1 ■om their jiiirix»M} miH 

pi-^y ■! 

Will their beartH lai i them? their aerres 

ti-omble, when 
All tougblj thcj riJo to the hnntiiig of mpn ? 



Ho ! alms for our hunters ! all weary aod faiot, 
Wax the curse of the sinner and prayer of the 

saint. 
The horn is wound faintly, the ecboea are still, 
Over cane-brake and river, and forest and hill. 
Haste, alms for our hunters ! the bunted once more 
Have tume<l from their flight with their backs to 

the shore : 
What right have they here in the home of the white. 
Shadowed o'er by our banner of Freedom and 

Right ? 
Ho! alms for the hunters! or never again 
Will they ride in their pomp to the hunting of men I 

Alms, alms for our hunters ! why will ye delay. 
When their pride and their glory are melting away ? 



The Hunters of Men 
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The parson has turned ; for, on charge of his own, 
Who goeth a warfare, or hunting, alone ? 
The politic statesman looks back with a sigh, 
There is doubt in his heart, there is fear in his eye. 
Oh, haste, lest that doubting and fear shall prevail. 
And the head of his steed take the place of the 

taiL 
Oh, haste, ere he leave us ! for who will ride then. 
For pleasure or gain, to the hunting of men ? 
1835. 

STANZAS FOR THE TIMES. 

The '"nines'* referred to were those evil times of the pro- 
alayerj meetiiig in Faneoil Hall, August 21, 1835, in which a 
demand was made for the suppression of free speech, lest it 
should endanger the foundation of commercial society. 

Is this the land our fathers loved. 

The freedom which they toiled to win ? 

Is this the soil whereon they moved ? 
Are these the graves they slumber in ? 

Are we the sons by whom are borne 

The mantles which the dead have worn ? 

And shall we crouch above these graves, 
With craven soul and fettered Up ? 

Yoke in with marked and branded slaves. 
And tremble at the driver's whip ? 

Bend to the earth our pliant knees. 

And speak but as our masters please ? 

Shall outraged Nature cease to feel ? 

Shall Mercy's tears no longer flow ? 
Shall ruffian threats of cord and steel, 

The dungeon's gloom, the assassin's blow, 
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Turn liaok the spirit roiuctl to saro 
The Truth, our Country, and tho SUw ? 

Of bunian skulla that sbriD« was made, 
fiouaci whicJi tbu priests of Mi.'xicx) 

Beforu thnir InathNuiuu idol prayed ; 
Is Kreodoui*8 altar {aahiouetl so? 



And must we ; 
As offtiring tuee 


doin'B God. 
,•« blood? 


Shall tougues bt ! 

Which well n i 
ShaU fn-emon 1 i 

ShaU Pity's L 
Shall Honor bleed r — sn 1 


in deeda are wrought 
1 cxtroniest hell ? 
igoutit thought ? 
to Hwell ? 
1 Truth succumb ? 



Shall peu, and press, and soiil bo dumb? 

No ; by each spot of haunted ground. 

Where Freedom weeps her children's fall ; 

By Plymouth's rock, and Bunker's mound ; 
By GriswoI<rs stained and shattered wall; 

By Warren's ghost, by Langdon's shade ; 

By all the memories of our dead ! 

By their enlarging souls, which burst 
The bauds and fetters round them set ; 

By the free Pilgrim spirit nursed 
Within our inmost bosoms, yet, 

By all above, around, below. 

Be ours the indignant answer, — No I 

No ; guided by our country's Uws, 

For truth, and right, and suffering man, 
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Be ours to strive in Freedom's cause, 

As Christians may, as freemen can I 
Still pouring on unwilling ears 
That truth oppression only fears. 

What ! shall we guard our neighbor still, 
While woman shrieks beneath his rod, 

And while he tramples down at will 
The image of a common God ? 

Shall watch and ward be round him set. 

Of Northern nerve and bayonet? 

And shall we know and share with him 
The danger and the growing shame ? 

And see our Freedom's light grow dim, 
Which should have filled the world with 
flame? 

And, writhing, feel, where'er we turn, 

A world's reproach around us bum ? 

Is 't not enough that this is borne ? 

And asks our haughty neighbor more ? 
Must fetters which his slaves have worn 

Clank round the Yankee farmer's door ? 
Must he be told, beside his plough, 
What he must speak, and when, and how ? 

Must he be told his freedom stands 
On Slavery's dark foundations strong ; 

On breaking hearts and fettered hands. 
On robbery, and crime, and wrong ? 

That all his fathers taught is vain, — 

That Freedom's emblem is the chain ? 



AyT/.SLAVBBr I'OBMS 
Its life, iu Huul, front Hlnvvry drnwal 

Falso, foul, profane ! Go, toocli as well 
Of holy Truth from Fklsvhfwtl born I 

Of Heaven refreshed by iiirs from Hell I 
Of Virtue in th« arua of Vice I 
Of Dcmona planting Par&dlsel 



Rail on, then, 
Ve shall not 

No seal ix on tl 
No fetUir on 

From our Qret 

One voice ahi 



n of thti South, 
e truth the leM ; 
cee'a mouth, 
okce's press ! 
it»in» to the scft, 
IP, We are free! 



CLEHICAL OPPRESSOltS. 

Id tlie report of the celebrated prcK«l>Ter7 meeting in ChariM- 
tm, S. C, on the 4th of Uie ninth nionih, IS:1S, published in tU 
Courier of that city, it i« staWd : "The clergy of a 
tJom attended in ■ bodj, lendint; their aaoctiantti the 
and adding by their presence to the impreuiTe cl 

Just God \ and these are they 
Who minister at thioe altar, God of Right 1 
Men who their hands with prayer and blessing lay 

On Israel's Ark of light I 

What! preach, and kidnap men? 
Give thanks, and rob thy own afHicted poor 7 
Talk of thy glorious liberty, and then 

Bolt hard the captive's door ? 

What I servants of thy own 
Merciful Son, vho came to seek and save 
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The homeless and the outcast, fettering down 
The tasked and plundered slave ! 

Pilate and Herod, friends ! 
Chief priests and rulers, as of old, combine ! 
Just God and holy I is that church, which lends 

Strength to the spoiler, thine ? 

Paid hypocrites, who turn 
Judgment aside, and rob the Holy Book 
Of those high words of truth which search and 
bum 

In warning and rebuke ; 

Feed fat, ye locusts, feed ! 
And, in your tasselled pulpits, thank the Lord 
That, from the toiling bondman's utter need, 

Ye pile your own full board. / 

How long, O Lord I how long 
Shall such a priesthood barter truth away, 
And in Thy name, for robbery and wrong 

At Thy own altars pray ? 

Is not Thy hand stretched forth 
Visibly in the heavens, to awe and smite? 
Shall not the living God of all the earth. 

And heaven above, do right ? 

Woe, then, to all who grind 
Their brethren of a common Father down ! 
To all who plunder from the immortal mind 

Its bright and glorious crown ! 
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Wo<> u> tbe priesthood ! woe 
To tboa« u lioN) hire U with tbo prioo oi blood | 

Perrerbiig, Jarkeniag. cfaiui(^g, a» thejr g(\ 
Tbe neuiJiing trutba of God I 

Their gionr ftotl their might 
Shall piri^h ; and their very names shall bo 
Vile before all the people, in the light 

Of a world's UbcHy. 

Oh. speed tbe momcot od 
When AVrung shall ocasc, and Liberty and Lore 
And Tnith and Hight throughout the earth be 

known 
As iu their home aboro. 



A SUMMONS. 

Written OD the adoptioi] of Pisckiwj's ReaolntionaiDtlie Hobm 
of RcprewnUtiTea. >nd the pana^of Calhoaii'i*' Bill foreiolnd- 
iag Papen written or printed, lonching the lubiect of SlmTcrj, 
from the U. S Post-office. " in the Senate of the United Stataa. 

Mr. nDcknej's roaolationi wen in hriet that Congraaa had tia 
anthoritj to inlerfen in anj way with alBTerr id the State* ; that 
it ought not to interfere with it in the Diatrict of Colnintua, and 
that all rew>Iationa to that end ahonid be laid on the table withoot 
printing. Hr. Calhoan'i bill made it a penal offence for peat- 
maaten in an; State, Diatrict, or Territory " knowingly lodeliTer, 
to any person wbateier, any pamphlet, newspaper, handlull.ar 
other printed paper or pictorial representAtioo. tonching the rab- 
ject of aUTory, where, by the laws of the «aid State, Diitrict, or 
TeTTitory, their circniatioa waa prohibited." 

Men of the North-land ! where 'b tbe manly spirit 
Of tbe true-hearted and the unshackled gone ? 
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Sons of old freemen, do we but inherit 

Their names alone ? 

Is the old Pilgrim spirit quenched within us, 

Stoops the strong manhood of our souls so low, 
That Mammon's lure or Party's wile can win us 

To silence now ? 

Now, when our land to ruin's brink is verging. 

In God's name, let us speak while there is time ! 
Now, when the padlocks for our lips are forging. 

Silence is crime I 

What ! shall we henceforth humbly ask as favors 

Bights all our own ? In madness shall we barter, 
For treacherous peace, the freedom Nature gave us, 

God and our charter? 

Here shall the statesman forge his human fetters, 

Here the false jurist human rights deny. 
And in the church, their proud and skilled abet- 
tors 

Make truth a lie ? 

Torture the pages of the hallowed Bible, 

To sanction crime, and robbery, and blood ? 
And, in Oppression's hateful service, libel 

Both man and God ? 

Shall onr New England stand erect no longer. 

But stoop in chains upon her downward way. 
Thicker to gather on her limbs and stronger 

Day after day ? 



42 ANriSLAVBRY POEUS 

Oh no ; tiit:tlunlu from all her wQd. green dmru^J 
tains ; 

From valluys wb«ra her sloinbering fathen lie } 
From bur bluo riven and hor welliug fouitlabu, 
And clear, ctild sky ; 



From Lor rough i 
Outran 
Gnaws with b 
With white sail a 



aod iMles, which hangry J 

;im the fiaber's skiff, 
be billows' motion 
uiul Alii ; 



From the free fir. 
From lier free 
From the brown snii 
bam me r, 

Kings the red steel 



iinlxiit^bt fanner : 
i* loom and wheel ; 
>, whore, benoath Um3 



From each and all, if God hath not forsaken 

Our land, and left us to an evil choice, 
Loud as the simimer thunderbolt shall waken 
A People's voice. 



Startling and stem I the Northern winds shall 
bear it 
Over Potomac's to St. Mary's wave ; 
And buried Freedom shall awake to hear it 

Within her grave- 
Ob, let that voice go forth ! The bondman sighing 

By Santee's wave, in Mississippi's cane, 
Shall feel the hope, within his bosom dying, 
Revive again. 
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Let it go forth I The millions who are gazing 

Sadly upon us from afar shall smile, 
And unto God devout thanksgiving raising, 

Bless us the while. 

Oh for your ancient freedom, pure and holy. 

For the deliverance of a groaning earth. 
For the wronged captive, bleeding, crushed, and 
lowly. 

Let it go forth I 

Sons of the best of fathers I will ye falter 

With all they left ye perilled and at stake ? 
Ho I once again on Freedom's holy altar 

The fire awake ! 

Prayer-strengthened for the trial, come together, 
Put on the harness for the moral fight, 

And, with the blessing of your Heavenly Father, 

Maintain the right I 
1836. 



TO THE MEMORY OF THOMAS SHIPLEY. 

Thomas Shipley of Philadelphia was a lifelong Christiaii phi- 
lanthropist, and advocate of emancipation. At his funeral thou- 
sands of colored people came to take their last look at their friend 
and protector. He died September 17, 1836. 

Gone to thy Heavenly Father*8 rest ! 

The flowers of Eden round thee blowing, 
And on thine ear the murmurs blest 

Of Siloa's waters softly flowing I 
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Ben{>at)i Uiat Tree of I^ifo which givea 
To nil the earth its healing leaves 
In thf white robe of an^ls cla<l. 

Ami wandering by that »acr«d river, 
Who^ fttrftams of holiDess make gbd 

The i-ity of oar God forever I 



Gentleflt of B] 


or tlio« J 


Our tears 8 
Why ni.ium tt 


r Highs are ^nafl 
u art a free 


PartiikiT ol 


■beavrti? , 


Finished thy , 
In Cliristian i 


:«pt thy faith 
to death ; 


And beautif 


earth. 


When autum 


downward goingi 



The blessed memory of thy worth 

Around thy platv of hliimber glowing! 

But woe for us I who linger still 

With feebler strength and hearts leas lowly, 
And minds less steadfast to the will 

Of Him whose every work is holy. 
For not like thine, is crucified 
The spirit of our human pride : 
And at the bondman's tale of woe, 

And for the outcast and forsaken, 
Not warm like thine, but cold and slow. 

Our weaker sympathies awaken. 

Darkly upon our stniggUng way 

The storm of human hate is sweeping ; 

Hunted and branded, and a prey, 

Our watch amidst the darkness keeping, 
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Ob, for that hidden strength which can 
Nerve unto death the inner man ! 
Oh, for thy spirit, tried and true, 

And constant in the hour of trial, 
Prepared to suffer, or to do. 

In meekness and in self-deniaL 

Oh, for that spirit, meek and mild, 

Derided, spumed, yet uncomplaining ; 
By man deserted and reviled. 

Yet faithful to its trust remaining. 
Still prompt and resolute to save 
From scourge and chain the hunted slave ; 
Unwavering in the Truth's defence. 

Even where the fires of Hate were burning. 
The unquailing eye of innocence 

Alone upon the oppressor turning ! 

O loved of thousands ! to thy grave. 

Sorrowing of heart, thy brethren bore thee. 
The poor man and the rescued slave 

Wept as the broken earth closed o'er thee ; 
And g^teful tears, like summer rain. 
Quickened its dying grass again ! 
And there, as to some pilgrim-shrine, 

Shall come the outcast and the lowly. 
Of gentle deeds and words of thine 

Becalling memories sweet and holy! 

Oh, for the death the righteous die ! 

An end, like autumn's day declining. 
On human hearts, as on the sky, 

With holier, tenderer beauty shining ; 
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As to the parting suul wen> given 
The nuliimce of itn opeaiug heaven ! 
As if that ]>tir« and blcMod light, 

From off tlie £t«rnid altar flowing, 
Were bathing, in its upward flight, 
Th<! spirit to its worship going I 
1836. 
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And, through tho stonn which round her swept, 
Their constant ward and watching kept. 

Then, where our quiet herds repose. 
The roar of baleful battle rose, 
And brethren of a common tongue 
To mortal strife aa tigers sprung, 
And every gift on Freedom's shrine 
Was man for beast, and blood for wine! 

Our fathers to their graves have gone ; 
Their strife is past, their triumph won ; 
But sterner trials watt the race 
Which rises in their honored place ; 
A moral warfare with the crime 
And folly of an evil time. 

So let it be. In God's own might 
We gird us for the coming %ht, 
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And, strong in Him whose cause is ours 

In conflict with unholy powers, 

We grasp the weapons He has given, — 

The Light, and Truth, and Love of Heaven. 

1836. 



RITNER. 

Written on reading the Message of Governor Ritner, of Penn- 
sylyania, 1836. The fact redounds to the credit and serves to 
perpetuate the memory of the independent farmer and high- 
sooled statesman, that he alone of aU the Governors of the Union 
in 1836 met the insulting demands and menaces of the South 
in a manner becoming a freeman and hater of Slavery, in his 
measage to the Legislature of Pennsylvania. 

Thank God for the token ! one lip is still free. 
One spirit untrammelled, unbending one knee ! 
Like the oak of the mountain, deep-rooted and 

firm, 
Erect, when the multitude bends to the storm ; 
When traitors to Freedom, and Honor, and God, 
Are bowed at an Idol polluted with blood ; 
When the recreant North has forgotten her trust, 
And the lip of her honor is low in the dust, — 
Thank God, that one arm from the shackle has 

broken ! 
Thank God, that one man as a freeman has spoken ! 

0*er thy crags, Alleghany, a blast has been blown ! 
Down thy tide, Susquehanna, the murmur has 

gone! 
To the land of the South, of the charter and 

chain. 
Of Liberty sweetened with Slavery's pain ; 
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Where tbe caat of Democracy dwelU on ihe lips 
Of the forgers of fvtUirs, und wivldcrs of whips ! 
When; " rbivalric " honor tnoaiDi nially no more 
Tbiui SL'oiirj^iiig of women, aud i-obbiiig the poor I 
Where the Moloch of Slavery sitteth on high. 
And the words which ho ult^^rH, ure — Worship, or 
die! 



1 ANTierever the blood 
iltlcBs iit crying to God ; 
tent i» pilling ; 
river is twining ; 
ru rndely a{>art, 
f the broken of heart ; 
Lyntnuy bind, 
I, tlie God-given mind; 
There, God speed it onward! its truth will be felt, 
Tbe bonds Bhall be loosened, the iron shall melt ! 



Right onward, < 
Of the wronged 
Wherever a sla 
Wherever tbe 
Wherever frou 
Comes the so^^ 
WherevLT the shackles u 
In silf iii?c and dai 



And oh, will the land where the free soul of 

Penn 
Still lingers and breathes over mountain and glen ; 
Will the land where a Benezet'fl spirit went forth 
To the peeled and the meteil, and outcast of Earth ; 
Where tbe words of the Charter of Liberty first 
From tbe soul of the sage and the patriot burst ; 
Where first for the wronged and the weak of their 

kind, 
The Christian and statesman their efforts oom- 

bined ; 
Will that land of the free and the good wear s 

chain ? 
Will the call to the rescue of Freedom be vain ? 
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No, Bitner ! her " Friends " at thy warning shall 

stand 
Erect for the truth, like their ancestral band ; 
Forgetting the feuds and the strife of past time, 
Counting coldness injustice, and silence a crime ; 
Turning back from the cavil of creeds, to unite 
Once again for the poor in defence of the Right ; 
Breasting calmly, but firmly, the full tide of 

Wrong, 
Overwhelmed, but not borne on its surges along ; 
Unappalled by the danger, the shame, and the 

pain. 
And counting each trial for Truth as their gain ! 

And that bold-hearted yeomanry, honest and true. 
Who, haters of fraud, give to labor its due ; 
Whose fathers, of old, sang in concert with thine. 
On the banks of Swetara, the songs of the Rhine, — 
The German-born pilgrims, who first dared to 

brave 
The scorn of the proud in the cause of the slave ; 
Will the sons of such men yield the lords of the 

South 
One brow for the brand, for the padlock one 

mouth ? 
They cater to tyrants ? They rivet the chain, 
Which their fathers smote off, on the negro again ? 

No, never ! one voice, like the sound in the cloud. 
When the roar of the storm waxes loud and more 

loud. 
Wherever the foot of the freeman hath pressed 
From the Delaware's marge to the Lake of the 

West, 

TOL. DI. 4 
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On tilt South-gotDg broozcs shall (Io4:p<.>a and grow 
Till t)h> Uiiil it Bwvi-ps ovvr uliall trvtulilu below I 
The Toice of u p«o)>itt, uprisen, awake, 
Pennsylvania's watchword, with Freedom at atake, 
Thiilliug u[) from each vallty, flung down £rom 

cm'h ho^t, 
** Our Country and Lilierty ! Gtxl for the 

Right ! ■• 



THE : L LETTER. 

obD*«tt> inei M Bnm 
IjSttai to the chnrchck . 



M tlii^ profound Mnuiuuii |rniu>w*il hj tlw t*MBt p«Uia Im- 
tun in Jliuoichiuetla h; AngeUut and Sknh QrinU. two BoUa 
women f i-'jiu Suutli Curutiiiu, wlio borv tlirir Ipilimoiiy af;>iiiil iW 
Tcry. Tlw Letter demanded that '* the perplexed and ■gitKting 
■nbjecia which (re now common unongil us . ■ . ihould not li« 
forced upon ku; cbiuvb ai matters for debate, at the hazard of 
alienation and division," and called attention lo the dangnra &Dw 
weroing " to threaten the female chatacter with wideipraad aad 
permaneut injurj.*' 

So, this is all, — the utmost reach 

Of priestly power the mind to fetter I 
When laymen think, when women preach, 

A war of words, a " Pastoral Letter I " 
Now, shame upon ye, parish Popes ! 

Was it thus with those, your predecessors, 
Who sealed with racks, and fire, and ropes 

Their loving-kindness to transgressors 7 

A " Pastoral Letter," grave and dull ; 
Alas ! in hoof and horns and features, 



I 
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How different is your Brookfield bull 
From him who bellows from St Peter's ! 

Your pastoral rights and powers from harm, 
Think ye, can words alone preserve them ? 

Your wiser fathers taught the arm 

And sword of temporal power to serve them. 

Oh, glorious days, when Church and State 

Were wedded by your spiritual fathei*s 1 
And on submissive shoulders sat 

Your Wilsons and your Cotton Mathers. 
No vile ^^ itinerant " then could mar 

The beauty of your tranquil Zion, 
But at his peril of the scar 

Of hangman's whip and branding-iron. 

Then, wholesome laws relieved the Church 

Of heretic and mischief-maker, 
And priest and bailiff joined in search, 

By turns, of Papist, witch, and Quaker I 
The stocks were at each church's door. 

The gallows stood on Boston Common, 
A Papist's ears the pillory bore, — 

The gallows-rope, a Quaker woman ! 

Your fathers dealt not as ye deal 

With " non-professing " frantic teachers ; 
They bored the tongue with red-hot steel, 

And flayed the backs of '^ female preachers." 
Old Hampton, had her fields a tongue, 

And Salem's streets could tell their story, 
Of fainting woman dragged along. 

Gashed by the whip accursed and gory I 



.<-iaAU 



ttunenng and he 



No, for yourselves alone 

The pages of iutolerai 
That, in their spirit, dar 

Ye haply may your o>^ 
For, if ye claim the " pat 

To silence Freedom's v 
And from your precincts 

Of Freedom's day arou 

If when an earthquake vo: 

And signs in earth and 
That forth, in its appointee 

The Spirit of the Lord i 
And, with that Spirit, Fre 

On kindred, tongue, and 
Whose slumbering millioni 

In glory and in strength 

When for the sighing of tl 

And for the needy, God 

And chains are breaking, n 
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And bind anew the evil bands 

Which God's right arm of power hath riven ; 

What marvel that, in many a mind, 

Those darker deeds of bigot madness 
Are closely with your own combined, 

Yet " less in anger than in sadness " ? 
What marvel, if the people learn 

To claim the right of free opinion ? 
What marvel, if at times they spurn 

The ancient yoke of your dominion ? 

A glorious remnant linger yet. 

Whose lips are wet at Freedom's fountains, 
The coming of whose welcome feet 

Is beautiful upon our mountains ! 
Men, who the gospel tidings bring 

Of Liberty and Love forever. 
Whose joy is an abiding spring. 

Whose peace is as a gentle river ! 

But ye, who scorn the thriUing tale 

Of Carolina's high-souled daughters. 
Which echoes here the mournful waU 

Of sorrow from Edisto's waters, 
Close while ye may the public ear. 

With malice vex, with slander wound them. 
The pure and good shall throng to hear, 

And tried and manly hearts surround them. 

Oh, ever may the power which led 

Their way to such a fiery trial, 
And strengthened womanhood to tread 

The wine-press of such self-denial. 
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Be round them id an evil lanil, 

1^'illi wifidotu and with Htruiigth frotu Heawn. 
Witli Mir!«nr>i vox&e, and JwlittrH h«ud, 

Aiid I>ol>onkk'a suug, fur triuiupli given 1 

And what arc yo who strive with Uod 
Ag:iiiist tliv Hrk of His Mtlvvtiou, 
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)rayer nbroad, 
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consuming, 
lorious way, 
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o so long 



HiU'it wiiit«d fur thi' glorioiiA token. 
That Earth froni all her bonda of wrong 

To liberty and light has broken, — 
Angel of Freedom I soon to thee 

The sounding trumpet shall be given. 
And over Earth's full jubilee 

Shall deeper joy be felt in Heaven I 



Written for the celebratian of the third unuTenuy of Btitiih 
enuttkcipation st the Bnndwa}' Tabernacle, New York, fint of 

AoKiut, 1837. 

O Holt Father! just and tnie 

Are all Thy works and words and ways. 

And unto Thee alone are due 
Thanksgiving and eternal praise I 
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As children of Thy gracious care, 
We veil the eye, we bend the knee, 

With broken words of praise and prayer. 
Father and God, we come to Thee. 

For Thou hast heard, O God of Right, 

The sighing of the island slave ; 
And stretched for him the arm of might, 

Not shortened that it could not save. 
The laborer sits beneath his vine. 

The shackled soul and hand are free ; 
Thanksgiving ! for the work is Thine ! 

Praise ! for the blessing is of Thee ! 

And oh, we feel Thy presence here, 

Thy awful arm in judgment bare ! 
Thine eye hath seen the bondman's tear ; 

Thine ear hath heard the bondman's prayer. 
Praise ! for the pride of man is low. 

The counsels of the wise are naught. 
The fountains of repentance flow ; 

What hath our God in mercy wrought? 

Speed on Thy work, Lord God of Host« ! 

And when the bondman's chain is riven. 
And swells from all our guilty coasts 

The anthem of the free to Heaven, 
Oh, not to those whom Thou hast led. 

As with Thy cloud and fire before, 
But unto Thee, in fear and dread, 

Be praise and glory evermore. 



Where the noisome insect 

Where the fever demon si 

Poison with the falling de 

Where the sickly sunbeam 

Through the hot and misti 

Gone, gone, — sold ai 

To the rice-swamp dai 

From Virginia's hills 

Woe is me, my stolen 

Gone, gone,— sold an 
To the rice^wamp dan 
There no mother's eye is ne 
There no mother's ear can I 
Never, when the torturing h 
Seams their back with man] 
ShaU a mother's kindness bl 
Or a mother's arms caress tl 

Gone, gone,— sold and 
To the rice^wamp dank 
From Virrinia'« K.-lio „. 
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Oh, when weaiy, sad» and slow. 
From the fields at night they go. 
Faint with toil, and racked with pain. 
To their cheerless homes again. 
There no brother^s voice shall greet them ; 
There no father's welcome meet them. 
Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
From Virginia's hills and waters ; 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters ! 

Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 

From the tree whose shadow lay 

On their childhood's place of play ; 

From the cool spring where they drank ; 

Rock, and hiU, and rivulet bank ; 

From the solemn bouse of prayer. 

And the holy counsels there ; 

Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 
From Virginia's bills and waters ; 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters ! 

Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone ; 

Toiling through the weary day, 

And at night the spoiler's prey. 

Ob, that they had earlier died, 

Sleeping calndy, side by side. 

Where the tyrant's power is o'er, 

And the fetter galls no more I 
Gone, gone, — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 



Still their hope and refuge pi 
With a more than mother's I 
Gone, gone, — sold and 
To the rice-swamp dank 
From Virginia's hills an 
Woe is me, my stolen d« 
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Read at the dedication of PeimiylTaiiia 
May 15, 1838. The bnildii^ was erected by i 
tlemeii, irreepectiTe of lect or party, " that 1 
delphia ihoiild poascM a room wherein the ] 
and Equality of Civil Rights, oonld be free] 
erils of ilavery fearlessly portrayed.'* On 
17th it was homed by a mob, destroying the < 
vania Frteman, of which I was editor, and i 



Not with the splendors of the days 
The spoil of nations, and barbaric 
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Nor blasoned cir, nor banners floating gay. 
Like those which swept along the Appian Way, 
When, to the welcome of imperial Rome, 
The victor warrior came in triomph home. 
And trompet peal, and shoutings wild and high. 
Stirred the blue quiet of the Italian sky ; 
But calm and grateful, prayerful and sincere, 
As Christian freemen only, gathering here. 
We dedicate our fair and lofty Hall, 
Pillar and arch, entablature and wall. 
As Virtue^s shrine, as Liberty^s abode. 
Sacred to Freedom, and to Freedom^s God ! 
Far stateUer Halls, 'neath brighter skies than 

these. 
Stood darkly mirrored in the ^gean seas. 
Pillar and shrine, and life-like statues seen, 
Graceful and pure, the marble shafts between ; 
Where glorious Athens from her rocky hill 
Saw Art and Beauty subject to her will ; 
And the chaste temple, and the classic grove. 
The hall of sages, and the bowers of love, 
Arch, fane, and column, graced the shores, and 

gave 
Their shadows to the blue Saronic wave ; 
And statelier rose, on Tiber's winding side, 
The Pantheon's dome, the Coliseum's pride, 
The Capitol, whose arches backward flung 
The deep, clear cadence of the Roman tongue, 
Whence stem decrees, like words of fate, went 

forth 
To the awed nations of a conquered earth, 
Where the proud Caesars in their glory came, 
And Brutus lightened from his lips of flame ! 



In the throDged forum, or the 
The bold lip pleaded, and the 
No soul of sorrow melted at h 
No tear of pity rusted on his < 

But this fair Hall to Truth an 
Pledged to the Right before all 
A free arena for the strife of n 
To caste^ or sect, or color unco 
Shall thrill with echoes such as 
From Roman hall or Grecian t 
Thoughts shall find utterance s 
The Propylea or the Forum mc 
Beneath its roof no gladiator's 
Shall win applauses with the w] 
No lordly lictor urge the barbai 
No wanton Lais glory in her si 
But here the tear of sympathy \ 
As the ear listens to the tale of 
Here in stem judgment of the < 

Shall Rtmna. noK«U: xL„n 
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But a fair field, where mind may close with mind, 
Free as the sunshine and the chainless wind ; 
Where the high trust is fixed on Truth alone, 
And bonds and fetters from the soul are thrown ; 
Where wealth, and rank, and worldly pomp, and 

might, 
Yield to the presence of the True and Right. 

And fitting is it that this Hall should stand 
Where Pennsylvania's Founder led his band, 
From thy blue waters, Delaware ! — to press 
The virgin verdure of the wilderness. 
Here, where all Europe with amazement saw 
The soul's high freedom trammelled by no law ; 
Here, where the fierce and warlike forest-men 
Grathered, in peace, around the home of Penn, 
Awed by the weapons Love alone had given 
Drawn from the holy armory of Heaven ; 
Where Nature's voice against the bondman's wrong 
First found an earnest and indignant tongue ; 
Where Lay's bold message to the proud was borne ; 
And Keith's rebuke, and Franklin's manly scorn ! 
Fitting it is that here, where Freedom first 
From her fair feet shook ofif the Old World's 

dust. 
Spread her white pinions to our Western blast, 
And her free tresses to our sunshine cast. 
One Hall should rise redeemed from Slavery's 

ban. 
One Temple sacred to the Rights of Man I 

Oh ! if the spirits of the parted come, 
Visiting angels, to their olden home ; 




la barrvil i^aia^ ibn pac^^r? for ife poor ; 
WkDe ihg OLorvK. vTLa^rUsx ■P''* pools oJ 

£»itk 
FoT^vtB ber boQiiniiea joifenn^ imto deatb ; 
While mfiT Traffic- »i>i ifae I»«t of GaiB 
Unite to iorpi Oppression"* Iripk cfaaia. 
One door is open. u»l ofxe Tetaple fice. 
As a resting-place for honleiJ Libertr ! 
Where men idst spMik. an$ha>:kl«d and ■nawvd, 
Hi;;h words o( Tnitb. for Freedom and for Gnd. 
Ami when that tnith its perfMt work hath done, 
And rich with ble^-uurs o'er oar land hath gaae ; 
When Dot a slave iK-ot^ach his joke shall June, 
From broad Potomac to the far Sabine : 
When unto angel lips at last is giren 
The silver tramp of Jubilee in Heaven ; 
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And from Virginians plains, Kentucky's shades, 
And throngh the dim Floridian everglades, 
Rises, to meet that angel-trumpet's sound. 
The Yoioe of millions from their chains unbound ; 
Then, though this Hall be crumbling in decay, 
Its strong walls blending with the common clay. 
Yet, round the ruins of its strength shall stand 
The best and noblest of a ransomed land — 
Pilgrims, like these who throng around the shrine 
Of Mecca, or of holy Palestine ! 
A prouder glory shall that ruin own 
Than that which lingers round the Parthenon. 
Here shall the child of after years be taught 
The works of Freedom which his fathers wrought ; 
Told of the trials of the present hour. 
Our weary strife with prejudice and power ; 
How the high errand quickened woman's soid. 
And touched her lip as with a living coal ; 
How Freedom's martyrs kept their lofty faith 
True and unwavering, unto bonds and death ; 
The pencil's art shall sketch the ruined Hall, 
The Muses' garland crown its aged wall, 
And History's pen for after times record 
Its consecration unto Freedom's God ! 



THE NEW YEAR. 

Addieased to the Patrons of the PennBylvania Frttman. 

The wave is breaking on the shore. 
The echo fading from the chime ; 

Again the shadow moveth o'er 
The dial-plate of time I 



O secr-MMm Angel ! wkiUiig now 
Witl) weiuy faet on mb uul than, 

Imputient for the Uftt dread vow 
That liatD slial] Iw do mora ! 




Onori mote across Uiy sleeplen eya 

Tbe soinbUni'v of a siiul« haa p 
The jc:ir (Ivpartitig leaves more nigli 

Timv')! fuarfuUest and last. 

Oil, in tliat dying yeiur hath 1>miq 
The sum of all since time began ; 

The liirth and death, the joy and pain. 
Of Nature awl of Moo. 

Spring, with her i-hange of euu and shower. 
And streams released from Winter's chain. 

And bursting bud, and opening flower. 
And greenly growing grain ; 

And Summer's shade, and sunshine warm, 
And rainbows o'er her lull-tops bowed. 

And voices in her rising storm ; 
God speaking from tlis cloud I 

And Autumn's fruits and clustering sheaves, 
And soft, warm days of golden light, 

The glory of her forest leaves, 
And harvest-moon at night ; 

And Winter with her leafless grove. 

And prisoned stream, and drifting snow, 

The brilliance of her heaven above 
And of her earth below : 
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And maD, in whom an angel's mind 
With earth's low instincts finds abode, 

The highest of the links which bind 
Brute nature to her God ; 

His infant eye hath seen the light, 

His childhood's merriest laughter rung, 

And active sports to manlier might 
The nerves of boyhood strung 1 

And quiet love, and passion's fires, 

Have soothed or burned in manhood's breast. 
And lofty aims and low desires 

By turns disturbed his rest. 

The wailing of the newly-born 

Has mingled with the funeral knell ; 

And o'er the dying's ear has gone 
The merry marriage-bell. 

And Wealth has filled his halls with mirth, 
While Want, in many a humble shed. 

Toiled, shivering by her cheerless hearth. 
The live-long night for bread. 

And worse than all, the human slave. 
The sport of lust, and pride, and scorn ! 

Plucked off the crown his Maker gave. 
His regal manhood gone I 

Oh, still, my country I o'er thy plains. 
Blackened with slavery's blight and ban, 

That human chattel drags his chains. 
An uncreated man ! 

TOL. m. 6 
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And still, where'er to mm aud brvuse, 
My Oouutrj", u tliy flag QUiuUod, 

With Bcora, thd guzitiK strungur oees 
A sttun on vvery fulii. 

Oh, tear the got^eoua emUL-in down ! 

It gatliers scorn from evi-ry eye, 
And de«potfl siitlli [a«o froira 

Whene'er it pai 

Shame ! sh.ime ! it londoiv glow 

Above the sUvor rut jail ; 

Its folds are ruffle iv 
His crimson fla 

Still round our country's prondent ball 
The traile iu human fli'sh h drivun, 

And at each cureless liamincr-fall 
A human heart is riven. 

And this, ton, sanctioned by the men 
Vested with jKiwer to shield the rigbti 

And throw eaeli vik' and robber den 
Wide open to the light. 

Yet, shame upon them I there they sit, 
Men of the Xorth, subdued and still ; 

Meek, pliant poltroons, only fit 
To work a master's will. 

Sold, bargained off for Southern votes, 
A passive herd of Northern mules. 

Just braying through their purchased throats 
Whate'er their owner rules. 
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And he,' the basest of the base, 
The vilest of the vile, whose name, 

Embalmed in infinite disgrace. 
Is deathless in its shame ! 

A tool, to bolt the people's door 
Against the people clamoring there, 

An ass, to trample on their floor 
A people's right of prayer ! 

Nailed to his self-made gibbet fast. 

Self-pilloried to the public view, 
A mark for every passing blast 

Of scorn to whistle through ; 

There let him hang, and hear the boast 
Of Southrons o'er their pliant tool, — 

A new Stylites on his post, 
" Sacred to ridicule ! " 

Look we at home I our noble hall, 
To Freedom's holy purpose given, 

Now rears its black and ruined wall, 
Beneath the wintry heaven. 

Telling the story of its doom. 

The fiendish mob, the prostrate law. 

The fiery jet through midnight's gloom. 
Our gazing thousands saw. 

Look to our State I the poor man's right 
Tom from him : and the sons of those 

Whose blood in Freedom's sternest fight 
Sprinkled the Jersey snows, 
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Outlawed within tlie land of Penn, 

That Slavery's guilty (ean iniglit ceaa^ 

And ihoM! wliom OckI created mea 
Toil uii aa brutes in peaw. 

Yet o'lt the blacknt^tw of the storm 
A 1h>w of proiniHe W'mU on high. 

And ^'l('am» ■ soft and ynrm. 

Break thro ded sky. 
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O'er Massachusetts' rocks of gray, 

The strengthening light of freedom shines, 

Bhode Island's Narragansett Bay, 
And Vermont's snow-hung pines I 

From Hudson's frowning palisades 

To Alleghany's laurelled crest, 
O'er lakes and prairies, streams and glades, 

It shines upon the AVest. 

Speed on the light to those who dwell 
In Slavery's land of woe and sin, 

And through the blackness of that hell, 
Let Heaven's own light break in. 

So shall the Southern conscience quake 
Before that light poured full and strong, 

So shall the Southern heart awake 
To all the bondman's wrong. 
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And from that rich and sunny land 
The song of grateful millions rise, 

Like that of IsraePs ransomed band 
Beneath Arabia's skies : 

And all who now are bound beneath 
Our banner's shade, our eagle's wing, 

From Slavery's night of moral death 
To light and life shall spring. 

Broken the bondman's chain, and gone 
The master's guilt, and hate, and fear, 

And unto both alike shall dawn 
A New and Happy Year. 
18S9. 



THE RELIC. 

Written on receiving a cane wrought from a fragment of the 
wood-work of Pennsylvania Hall which the fire had spared. 

Token of friendship true and tried, 
From one whose fiery heart of youth 

With mine has beaten, side by side. 
For Liberty and Truth ; 

With honest pride the gift I take. 

And prize it for the giver's sake. 

But not alone because it tells 

Of generous hand and heart sincere ; 

Around that gift of friendship dweUs 
A memory doubly dear ; 

Earth's noblest aim, man's holiest thought. 

With that memorial fraU inwrought I 




Of life and bet 

Oh, if the young enthi siast bears, 
O'er wean- waste and sea, tlu' fltona 

Which crumbled from the Forum's stiun, 
Or round the PartheooD ; 

Or olive-bough from some Wild tte« 

Huug over old Thermopybe : 

If leaflets from some hero's tomb. 

Or moss-wreath torn from ruins hoary ; 

Or faded flowers whose sisters bloom 
On fields renowned in story ; 

Or fragment from the Albambra's crest, 

Or the gray rock by Druids blessed ; 

Sad Erin's shamrock greenly growing 
Where Freedom led her stalwart kern. 

Or Scotia's " rough bur thistle " blowing 
On Bruce's Bannockbum ; 

Or Runnymede's wild English rose, 

Or lichen plucked from Sempach's bdowb ! 
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If it be true that things like these 
To heart and eye bright visions bring, 

Shall not far holier memories 
To this memorial cling ? 

Which needs no mellowing mist of time 

To hide the crimson stains of crime I 

Wreck of a temple, unprofaned ; 

Of courts where Peace with Freedom trod, 
Lifting on high, with hands unstained, 

Thanksgiving unto God ; 
Where Mercy's voice of love was pleading 
For human hearts in bondage bleeding I 

Where, midst the sound of rushing feet 

And curses on the night-air flung, 
That pleading voice rose calm and sweet 

From woman's earnest tongue ; 
And Riot turned his scowling glance. 
Awed, from her tranquil coimtenance I 

That temple now in ruin Ues I 

The fire-stain on its shattered wall. 

And open to the changing skies 
Its black and roofless hall. 

It stands before a nation's sight, 

A gravestone over buried Right I 

But from that ruin, as of old, 

The fire-scorched stones themselves are crying, 
And from their ashes white and cold 

Its timbers are replying ! 
A voice which slavery cannot kill 
Speaks bom the crumbling arches still ! 
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Ajhl evaa tliU relio from tby shrine, 

O holy Freedom 1 hatfa to me 
A potent power, a voicv and n'lga 

To testify of tliee ; 
And, graaping it, metbinks I fed 
A deeper faith, a stronger zeal. 

And not unlike io nxl, 

Of old streUa e E^pdan mm, 

Wbioh opened, : Dgtb of God, 

A pathway fo i, 

It yet may poin omi'b waj. 

And turn the 8] i Us pre;. 



THE WORLD'S CONVENTION 

or THB rBIENT>a OF KMASCIPATION, HELD IN LOIfDOK 
IK lS4a 

JoMph Stni^. Ihn fnnodf'r of the British sod Faraign Anti- 
SIsTarr Sui^it!t7, iiropowMl ihf- colling; of * worlcl'ii uitJ-elstcrT 
OonTention, and (iie prapoauJ wu prompUf seconded b;r tb* 
Americui Anti-SUiery t>H:irt<^. The call wae inliliiiiiiiiil to 
" frisnds of tlie slave of eter; nation and of oTer; dime." 

Ye3, let them gather ! Summon forth 
The pledged philanthropy of Earth. 
From every land, whone hills have beard 
The bugle blast of Freedom waking ; 
Or Bhrieking of her sj-mbol-bird 

From out his cloudy eyrie breaking : 
Where Justice hath one worshipper, 
Or truth one altar built to her ; 
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Where'er a human eye is weeping 

O'er wrongs which Earth's sad children know; 
Where'er a single heart is keeping 

Its prayerful watch with human woe : 
Thence let them come, and g^et each other, 
And know in each a friend and brother I 

Yes, let them come I from each green vale 

Where England's old baronial halls 

Still bear upon their storied walls 
The grim crusader's rusted mail, 
Battered by Paynim spear and brand 
On Malta's rock or Syria's sand ! 
And mouldering pennon-staves once set 

Within the soil of Palestine, 
By Jordan and Genuesaret ; 

Or, borne with England's battle line. 
O'er Acre's shattered turrets stooping, 
Or, midst the camp their banners drooping. 

With dews from hallowed Hermon wet, 
A holier summons now is given 

Than that gray hermit's voice of old. 
Which unto all the winds of heaven 

The banners of the Cross unrolled I 
Not for the long-deserted shrine ; 

Not for the dull unconscious sod. 
Which tells not by one lingering sign 

That there the hope of Israel trod ; 
But for that truth, for which alone 

In pilgrim eyes are sanctified 
The garden moss, the mountain stone. 
Whereon His holy sandals pressed, — 
The fountain which His lip hath blessed, — 



As if an angel's breath had 1 
Its vigor to the instrument. 

And Wales, from Snowden's 
Shall startle at that thrilling 

As if she heard her bards 
And Erin's ^^ harp on Tara*s 

Give out its ancient strain 
Mirthful and sweet, yet sad 

The melody which Erin lo 
When o'er that harp, 'mid b 
And slogan cries and lyke-w 

The hand of her O'Conne 
Scotland, from lake and tan 
And mountain hold, and he 
Shall catch and echo back tl 
As if she heard upon the ai: 
Once more her Cameronian 

And song of Freedom flo 
And cheering echoes shall r 
From each remote dependei 
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From Indian Bengal's groves of palm 
And rosy fields and gales of balm, 
Where Eastern pomp and power are rolled 
Through regal Ava's gates of gold ; 
And from the lakes and ancient woods 
And dim Canadian solitudes, 
Whence, sternly fi*om her rocky throne, 
Queen of the North, Quebec looks down ; 
And from those bright and ransomed Isles 
Where all unwonted Freedom smiles. 
And the dark laborer still retains 
The scar of slavery's broken chains ! 

From the hoar Alps, which sentinel 
The gateways of the land of Tell, 
Where morning's keen and earliest glance 

On Jura's rocky wall is thrown. 
And from the olive bowers of France 

And vine groves garlanding the Rhone, — 
*' Friends of the Blacks," as true and tried 
As those who stood by Oge's side. 
And heard the Haytien's tale of wrong. 
Shall gather at that summons strong ; 
Broglie, Passy, and he whose song 
Breathed over Syria's holy sod, 
And in the paths which Jesus trod, 
And murmured midst the hills which hem 
Crownless and sad Jerusalem, 
Hath echoes whereso'er the tone 
Of I^aeFs prophet-lyre is known. 

Still let them come ; from Quito's walls, 
And from the Orinoco's tide. 




From Lima's luoaJiaunted halU, 

from Santa Fc and YuoaUin, — 
Men who by owart Giwrrero'a ude 

Froclaiiaed tbo deatlileaa rights of mtjtt 
Broko every bond and fott«r off, 
And hailed in every sable serf 

A free and brother Muxieau I 
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The fire-bur&i 
And Hayti, froa 

Shall send the 
Defiance from her bi 
The war-gage from hi 
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Aloue against a hostile world, 



Nor all unmindful, thou, the while, 
Land of the dark and mystic Nile ! 

Thy Moslem mercy yet may shame 

All tyrants of a Christian name. 
When in the shade of Gizeh's pile, 
Or, where, from Abyssinian hills 
El Gerek's upper fountain fills. 
Or where from Mountains of the Moon 
El Abiad bears his watery boon. 
Where'er thy lotus blossoms swim 

Within their ancient hallowed waters ; 
Where'er is heard the Coptic hymn, 

Or song of Nubia's sable daughters ; 
The curse of slavery and the crime, 
Thy bequest from remotest time. 
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At thy dark Mehemet's decree 
Forevermore shall pass from thee ; 

And chaiiis forsake each captive^s limb 
Of all those tribes, whose hills around 
Have echoed back the cymbal sound 

And victor horn of Ibrahim. 

And thou whose glory and whose crime 
To earth's remotest bound and clime, 
In mingled tones of awe and scorn, 
The echoes of a world have borne, 
My country ! glorious at thy birth, 
A day-star flashing brightly forth, 

The herald-sign of Freedom's dawn ! 
Oh, who could dream that saw thee then. 

And watched thy rising from afar, 
That vapors from oppression's fen 

Would cloud the upward tending star ? 
Or, that earth's tyrant powers, which heard. 

Awe-struck, the shout which hailed thy dawning, 
Would rise so soon, prince, peer, and king. 
To mock thee with their welcoming, 
Like Hades when her thrones were stirred 

To greet the down-cast Star of Morning I 
*^ Aha I and art thou fallen thus? 
Art thou become as one of us ? " 

Land of my fathers ! there will stand, 
Amidst that world-assembled band. 
Those owning thy maternal claim 
Unweakened by thy crime and shame ; 
The sad reprovers of thy wrong ; 
The children thou hast spumed so long. 
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Still with affectioii'a fondest f eamiDg 
To tJieir unnatural mother turning. 
No triittors tbt-y ! but trivd aud loal. 
Whose own ia but Uiy genvnU weal. 
Still lili!uding witli tlie ]>atriot'a ual 
The Christian's love for huiuan kind. 
To cast« and cUmutti uiiconlinud. 
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Yet, even at its lightest word, 
Shall Slavery's darkest depths be stirred : 
Spain, watching from her Moro's keep 
Her slave-ships traversing the deep, 
Aud Rio, in her strength and pride, 
Lifting, along her mountain-side, 
Her snowy battlements and towers, 
Her lemon-groves and tropic bowers, 
With bitter hate and sullen fear 
Its freedom-giving voice shall hear ; 
And where my country's flag is flowing, 
On breezes from Mount Vernon blowing. 

Above the Nation's council halls, 
Where Freedom's praise is loud and long, 

While close beneath the outward walls 
The driver plies his reeking thong ; 

The hammer of the man-thief falls, 
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O'er hypocritic cheek and brow 

The crimson flush of shame shall glow : 

And all who for their native land 

Are pledging life and heart and hand, 

Worn watchers o'er her changing weal, 

Who for her tarnished honor feel, 

Through cottage door and council-hall 

Shall thunder an awakening calL 

The pen along its page shall bum 

With all intolerable scorn ; 

An eloquent rebuke shall go 

On all the winds that Southward blow ; 

From priestly b'ps, now sealed and dumb, 

Warning and dread appeal shall come, 

Like those which Israel heard from him. 

The Prophet of the Cherubim ; 

Or those which sad Esaias hurled 

Against a sin-accursed world ! 

Its wizard leaves the Press shall fling 

Unceasing from its iron wing. 

With characters inscribed thereon. 

As fearful in the despot's hall 
As to the pomp of Babylon 

The fire-sign on the palace wall I 

And, from her dark iniquities, 
Methinks I see my country rise : 
Not challenging the nations round 

To note her tardy justice done ; 
Her captives from their chains unbound, 

Her prisons opening to the sun : 
But tearfully her arms extending 
Over the poor and unofiFendmg ; 

Her regal emblem now no longer 
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A bird of prey, with talons reeking, 
Above the dying cui>tivv Nhrieking. 
Bat, spreading out her ample wing, 
A broatl, impartial coferiDg, 

Tho weaker sheltered hy the stronger I 
Oh, then to Faith'ti anointed eym 

The promised hikvn Mhall be glTMl J 
And OD a Ui ce. 

Atoning for tars. 

And wet w I tears, 

The fire i Hean 
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yntoiNiA. 



WrittSD OTi nading an Dwoanl of iho provedin^rn of ths cituelM 
of Norfolk, V*., in referenoe ta George Latimer, tlie allegad 

reqneat of Jamei B. Orey, of Norfolk, claiming to be hii master. 
The ewe cuund great sicitemeat North and South, and led to tlw 
preaentatiaD of a pedtioo ts Coagma, (igued by mote thao fifty 
tboaiand citjieoa of Masaachusette. calling for inch lawi Bod pn>- 
poaed amendmenta to Ilie Conalilutioa aa shoutil leliiie tb« Cam- 
man«e«ltli from all further participation in the crime of oppraa- 
■ioD. Oeot^ Latimer himaelf was finally giren fraa papn* for 
the ram of four hnndied dollan. 

The blast from Freedom's Northern hills, npoo its 

Southern way. 
Bears greeting to Virginia from Massachusetts 

Bay: 
Ko word of haughty challenging, nor battle bugle's 

peal. 
Nor steady tread of marching files, nor clang of 

horsemen's steel. 
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No trains of deep-mouthed cannon along our high- 
ways go ; 

Around our silent arsenals untrodden lies the snow ; 

And to the land-breeze of our ports, upon their 
errands f ai*, 

A thousand sails of commerce swell, but none are 
spread for war. 

We hear thy threats, Virginia I thy stormy words 

and high, 
Swell harshly on the Southern winds which melt 

along our sky ; 
Yet, not one brown, hard hand foregoes its honest 

labor here, 
No hewer of our mountain oaks suspends his axe 

in fear. 

Wild are the waves which lash the reefs along St. 

George's bank ; 
Cold on the shore of Labrador the fog lies white 

and dank ; 
Through storm, and wave, and blinding mist, stout 

are the hearts which man 
The fishing-smacks of Marblehead, the sea-boats of 

Cape Ann. 

The cold north light and wintry sun glare on their 

icy forms. 
Bent grimly o*er their straining lines or wrestling 

with the storms ; 
Free as the winds they drive before, rough as the 

waves they roam, 
They laugh to scorn the slaver's threat against 

their rocky home. 

TOL. m. G 
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What mauis tin Old Domlniou ? Hatb she forgot 

thti (Uy 
Wlien o'er lier conquered valley swept the Brito&'« 

Bteel array ? 
How side by sid*;, with tK>iis of burs, the Masaachu- 

settK men 
Encotmtereil Tarleton'a charge of fire, and stout 

Cornwi 

Forgets aha how , m answer to the call 

Of her old Ho: Bsea. spoke out from 

Fa aeuil 

When, eclioing r y'« cry, came pulsing 

on each 1 

Of Northern winti^ iing soauds of " Lib- 

erty or Death I " 

What asks the Old Dominion ? If now her sons 

have proved 
False to their fathers' memory, false to the faith 

they loved ; 
If she can scoff at Freedom, and its great charter 

spurn, 
Must we of Massachusetts from truth and duty 

turn? 

We hunt your bondmen, flying from Slavery's 
hateful hell ; 

Our voices, at your bidding, take up the blood- 
hound's yell ; 

We gather, at your summons, above our fathers' 
graves. 

From Freedom's holy altar-homs to tear yomc 
wretched slaves I 
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Thank God I not yet so vilely can Massachusetts 

bow; 
The spirit of her early time is with her even now ; 
Dream not because her Pilgrim blood moves slow 

and calm and cool, 
She thus can stoop her chainless neck, a sister's 

slave and tool I 

All that a sister State should do, all that a free 
State may, 

Heart, hand, and purse we proffer, as in our early 
day; 

But that one dark loathsome burden ye must stag- 
ger with alone, 

And reap the bitter harvest which ye yourselves 
have sown ! 

Hold, while ye may, your struggling slaves, and 
burden God's free air 

With woman's shriek beneath the lash, and man- 
hood's wild despair ; 

Cling closer to the " cleaving curse " that writes 
upon your plains 

The blasting of Almighty wrath against a land of 
chains. 

Still shame your gallant ancestry, the cavaliers of 
old. 

By watching round the shambles where himian 
flesh is sold ; 

Gloat o'er the new-bom child, and count his mar- 
ket value, when 

The maddened mother's cry of woe shall pierce the 
slaver's den ! 
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The voice of free, broad Middlesex, of thousands 

as of one, 
The shaft of Bunker calling to that of Lexington ; 
From Norfolk's ancient villages, from Plymouth's 

rocky bound 
To where Nantucket feels the arms of ocean close 

her round ; 

From rich and rural Worcester, where through the 

cahn repose 
Of cultured vales and fringing woods the gentle 

Nashua flows, 
To where Wachuset's wintry blasts the mountain 

larches stir. 
Swelled up to Heaven the thrilling ciy of '^ God 

save Latimer I " 

And sandy Barnstable rose up, wet with the salt 

sea spray ; 
And Bristol sent her answering shout down Narra- 

gansett Bay I 
Along the broad Connecticut old Hampden felt the 

thrill. 
And the cheer of Hampshire's woodmen swept 

down from Holyoke HilL 

The voice of Massachusetts ! Of her free sons and 

daughters. 
Deep calling unto deep aloud, the sound of many 

waters I 
Against the burden of that voice what tyrant power 

shall stand ? 
No fetters in the Bay State I No slave upon her 

land I 
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Look tD it vcU, Vtffiuan! Is obBOflM «e Itot* 

In mnawtr lo tmx bath aaA trut, jaor insolt and 

j'-.iT icpTO ; 
Yoa'Te <{<urD«(i oar kindert cociBiel«; jqb'ts 

buntnl for oat Ihvs ; 
And shokea roond oar I wrtto tmi Iknbm your 

We w^> no WW. m im, m ffing no tordh 

witbtti 
The fii«-(UmpB ol Ai ig mine bcoeatb yoor 

Boil of Bin ; 
We Ie«T« ye with toot nea, to wrestle, whilo 

J* can. 
With the strung npwud tendeocies and godlike 

soul of man '. 

But for us and for our children, the vow which we 

have given 
For freedom and hnmanitj ia registered in heaven ; 
No slave-hunt in our borders, — no pirate on onr 

strand! 
No fetters in the Bay State, — no slave npon onp 

land! 
1M3. 



THE CHRISTIAN SLAVE. 

In a pnbUcattoD oF L. F. Tasistro— Baitdam SiaU and SamA- 
em Brttza — is a dMcription of a sUtb uictiini at New CMsaiM, 
■t which the >actione«r recommended the Toman «■ the itand ■■ 
" A OOOD Cbristlui ! " It was not uncommoa to lee adTertMB 
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mentB of slaTes for sale, in which they were described as pious or 
as members of the church. In one advertisement a slave was 
noted as ** a Baptist preacher." 

A Christian ! going, gone I 
Who bids for God's own image ? for his grace, 
Which that poor victim of the market-place 

Hath in her suffering won? 

My God ! can such things be ? 
Hast Thou not said that whatsoe'er is done 
Unto Thy weakest and Thy humblest one 

Is even done to Thee ? 

In that sad victim, then, 
ChUd of Thy pitying love, I see Thee stand ; 
Once more the jest-word of a mocking band. 

Bound, sold, and scourged again ! 

A Christian up for sale I 
Wet with her blood your whips, o'ertask her frame, 
Make ber life loathsome with your wrong and 
shame, 

Her patience shall not fail I 

A heathen hand might deal 
Back on your heads the gathered wrong of years : 
But her low, broken prayer and nightly tears, 

Ye neither heed nor feel. 

Con well thy lesson o'er, 
Thou prudent teacher, tell the toiling slave 
No dangerous tale of Him who came to save 

The outcast and the poor. 



88 ANTl-SLAYERr POEMS 

Bat wiwly ahat tlie ny 
Of Ood'n frt'L- Go«pcl from her simple heart* 
Aitd to lier darkened mind ulonu impart 

Ono stem command, Obey ! ' 

So ;diii.U thou duftly raiso 
The marktit \incis of human floah ; and wliile 
On thee> thi-ir you «t, the planters unilc, 

Thy church Si 

Grave, rererei iJl tell 

From Northern pu hy work was Uest, 

While ill that vU« lom first and best. 

Thy poor discij 

Oh, shame I the Modem thrall, 
Who, with hia master, to tin- Prp(thot kneels, 
While turning to the sacred Kebla feels 

Ilia fetters break and fall. 

Cheers for the turbaned Bey 
Of robber-peopled Tunis ! he hath torn 
The dark s]ave-<lungeonB open, and hath borne 

Their inmates into day : 

But our poor slave in vain 
Turns to the Christian shrine his aching eyes; 
Its rites will only swell his market price, 

And rivet on his chain. 

God of all right t how long 
Shall priestly robbers at Thine altar stand. 
Lifting in prayer to Thee, the bloody hand 

And haughty brow of wrong ? 
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Oh, from the fields of cane, 
From the low rice-swamp, from the trader's cell ; 
From the black slave-ship's foul and loathsome hell, 

And coffle's weary chain ; 

Hoarse, horrible, and strong, 
Rises to Heaven that agonizing cry, 
filling the arches of the hollow sky, 

How long, O God, how long ? 
1843. 



THE SENTENCE OF JOHN L. BROWN. 

John L. Brown, a yonng white man of South Carolina, 
was in 1844 sentenced to death for aiding a young slave 
woman, whom he loved and had married, to escape from 
slavery. In pronouncing the sentence Judge ONeale 
addressed to the prisoner these words of appalling blas- 
phemy : 

Yon are to die I To die an ignominious death — the death on 
the gaUowB I This announcement is, to yon, I know, most appall- 
ing. Little did yon dream of it when yon stepped into the bar 
with an air as if yon thought it was a fine frolic. But the conse- 
qnences of crime are just such as you are realizing. Punishment 
often oomes when it is least expected. Let me entreat you to 
take the present opi>ortunity to commence the work of ref orma- 
tioii. Time wiU be furnished you to prepare for the groat change 
jnst before yon. Of your past life I know nothing, except what 
year trial furnished. That told me that the crime for which you 
are to suffer was the consequence of a want of attention on your 
part to the duties of life. The strange woman snared you. She 
flattered yon with her words, and you became her victim. The 
eonseqaence was, that, led on by a desire to serve her, you com- 
mitted the offence of aiding a slave to run away and depart from 
her master's service ; and now, for it you are to die ! 

Yon are a yonng man, and I fear you have been dissolute ; and 
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yon and u^<' yrm — J.>'m> f^hrHt, Hi" I jinib .>( Ocl. wh» lAk-lh 
awa; the ain of the world. Tn Him I command yon. And 
throDgh Ilini mav you hsvr tbal npfninf; of tbe Day-Spring at 
mrrcy from on bigh. whiph ahal) UrM yon here, and crovn yon aa 
■ Hint in an STerlaatinc world, forvver and ever. 

The HDtence of the ]nw in that yon b« tabpD bene* to the plan 
from whence yoa cuiie lut ; tb^nce lo the jail of Fairfield Dis- 
trict ; Hnd that tht-n yoii be ciciwly nnd securely confined nnlil 
Friday, the 2ISth day of April neit ; on which day, between the 
hours of ten in the forenoon and two in the attemoan, yon will be 
t»ken to the place of public execution, and there be hanged by 
the neck till youi body be dead. And may God have meioy on 
yonr soul 1 

No event in the history of the anti-slavery Strugs'^ •" 
Btirretl the two hemispheres as did this dreadful hd- 
tcnce. A cry of horror was heard from Europe. In the 
British House of Lords Brouf;ham and Denman spoke 
of it with min};ted pathos and indigna^on. Thirteen haD> 
dred clergymen and rhurch officers in Great Britain ad- 
dressed a memorial to the chort'lies of South Carolink 
i^ainst the atrocity. Indeed, so strong waa the prenore 
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of the sentiment of abhorrence and disgost that South 
Carolma yielded to it, and the sentence was commuted to 
scourging and banishment 

Ho I thou who seekest late and long 

A License from the Holy Book 
For brutal lust and fiendish wrong, 

Man of the Pulpit, look I 
Lift up those cold and atheist eyes, 

This ripe fruit of thy teaching see ; 
And tell us how to heaven will rise 

The incense of this sacrifice — 
This blossom of the gallows tree ! 

Search out for slavery's hour of need 

Some fitting text of sacred writ ; 
Give heaven the credit of a deed 

Which shames the nether pit. 
Kneel, smooth blasphemer, unto Him 

Whose truth is on thy lips a lie ; 
Ask that His bright winged cherubim 

May bend around that scaffold grim 
To guard and bless and sanctify. 

O champion of the people's cause I 

Suspend thy loud and vain rebuke 
Of foreign wrong and Old World's laws, 

Man of the Senate, look I 
Was this the promise of the free, 

The great hope of our early time, 
That slavery's poison vine should be 

Upborne by Freedom's prayer-nursed tree 
O'erclustered with such fruits of crime ? 
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Send out tite Hniiimon!i £ast and Wott, 

And Souib and North, li^t all In there 
Where 1k> who pitied the ojiprcsaod 

RwingH out in nun and nir. 
Let not a DumocratiL- haatl 

The grialy hangman's task refuse ; 
Then) let each loyal patriot stand, 

Awaitiug ft K>inmnnd, 

To twist th« I dnivr the twosel 

But vain is iroi imeet 

Its oold lel ]eed« whtdi stirt 

In fiery and i best 

The pulses < sart 

Leave studied « ■• -_» guarded phrase 

For those who think but do not feel ; 
Let uiL'ii speak out iu wonts wliic-h raise 

Where'er they fall, an answering blaze 
Like flints which strike the fire from steeL 

Still let a mousing priesthood ply 

Their garbled text and gloss of nn. 
And make the lettered scroll deny 

Its living soul within : 
Still let the plaee-fed, titled knave 

Plead robbery's right with purchased lips. 
And tell us that our fathers gave 

For Freedom's pedestal, a slave, 
The frieze and moulding, chains and whips I 

But ye who own that Higher Law 
Whoso tablets in the heart are set. 

Speak out in words of power and awe 
That God is living yet I 
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Breathe forth once more those tones sublime 
Which thrilled the burdened prophet's lyre, 

And in a dark and evil time 

Smote down on Israel's fast of crime 

And g^ft of blood, a rain of fire I 

Oh, not for us the graceful lay 

To whose soft measures lightly move 
The footsteps of the faun and fay, 

O'er-locked by mirth and love ! 
But such a stem and startling strain 

As Britain^s hunted bards flung down 
From Snowden to the conquered plain, 

Where harshly clanked the Saxon chain, 
On trampled field and smoking town. 

By Liberty's dishonored name. 

By man's lost hope and failing trust, 
By words and deeds which bow with shame 

Our foreheads to the dust. 
By the exulting strangers' sneer. 

Borne to us from the Old World's thrones, 
And by their victims' grief who hear. 

In sunless mines and dungeons drear, 
How Freedom's land her faith disowns ! 

Speak out in acts. The time for words 
Has passed, and deeds suffice alone ; 

In vain against the clang of swords 
The wailing pipe is blown I 

Act, act in God's name, while ye may ! 
Smite from the church her leprous limb I 

Throw open to the light of day 
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T}i(i bondman** cell, and break atra; 
Tlie chains the abito bat bound on him I 

Ho ! every tnie and living soul. 

To Froedom't perilled nitar bear 
Tlio Freemnn'a and the Christiiui's whole 

Tongue. Den. and vote, and pray«r! 
One Ust, for the right — 

One a] i^SkIo to bu freu I 

To do ia 1 ' our fight 

Ih wag I'i appioviog sight; 

The smilf 'tctory. 



VOICE OF NEW ENOLAKD. 

The five pwma immediately following indiutc the mtenae feel- 
ing of (ho frieiuls of freedom Id view of (lia umeimtjon of Tenta, 
with ita Tsst territory infflcieDt, u ma boasted, for ax Daw ilava 

Sutes. 

Up the hillside, down the glen, 
Rouse the sleeping citizen j 
Summon out the might of men I 

Like a lion growling low, 
Like a night-storm rising slow, 
Like the tread of unseen foe ; 



It is coming, it is nigh I 

Stand your homes and altars by ; 

On your own free thresholds die. 
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Clang the bells in all your spires ; 
On the gray hills of your sires 
Fling to heaven your signal-fires. 

From Wachuset, lone and bleak, 

Unto Berkshire's tallest peak, 

Let the flame-tong^ed heralds speak. 

Oh, for God and duty stand. 
Heart to heart and hand to hand, 
Bound the old graves of the land. 

Whoso shrinks or falters now. 
Whoso to the yoke would bow. 
Brand the craven on his brow I 

Freedom's soil hath only place 
For a free and fearless race, 
None for traitors false and base. 

Perish party, perish clan ; 
Strike together while ye can, 
Like the arm of one strong man. 

Like that angel's voice sublime, 
Heard above a world of crime. 
Crying of the end of time ; 

With one heart and with one mouth. 
Let the North unto the South 
Speak the word befitting both : 



^* Make our Union-boi 
Weak as tow in Fre 
Link by link shall s 

" Vainly shall your sa 
Bind the starry clus 
Shattered over heav< 

^^ Give us bright thoug 
Bather than eternal 
Clouding o'er the f uj 

^* Take your land of sv 
Only leave to Freedc 
For her plough, and 

** Take your slavery-bh 
Leave us but our owi 
Blowing on our thoufi 

^^ Boldly, or with treacl 
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" Work the min, if ye will ; 
Pluck upon your heads an ill 
Which shall grow and deepen stilL 

^^ With your bondman's right arm bare, 
With his heart of black despair, 
Stand alone, if stand ye dare I 

** Onward with your fell design ; 
Dig the gulf and draw the line : 
Fire beneath your feet the mine : 

" Deeply, when the wide abyss 
Yawns between your land and this, 
Shall ye feel your helplessness. 

*^ By the hearth, and in the bed. 
Shaken by a look or tread. 
Ye shall own a guilty dread. 

*^ And the curse of unpaid toil. 
Downward through your generous soil 
Like a fire shall bum and spoiL 

** Our bleak hills shall bud and blow. 
Vines our rocks shall overgrow. 
Plenty in our valleys flow ; — 

** And when vengeance clouds your skies, 
Hither shall ye turn your eyes. 
As the lost on Paradise I 

TOLi nL 7 
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** Wo but ask our rocky strand. 
Freedom's trno and brother band, 
Fnxiluni's struuf^ and honcMt hand ; 

*' Valleya by the slave iintrod. 
And tbu Pilgrim's mountain aod. 
Blessed of onr fathers' Ut>d t " 
I8M. 



*«3 

MtOMMlfc 



I 






Taxaa, and tJie iiggTMB>0» inliDai, and in (htot uf (!»• 

Men ! if manhood still ye claim, 

If the Northern pulse can thrill. 
Roused by wrong or stuog by shame, 

Freely, strongly still ; 
Let the sounds of traffic die : 

Shut the mill-gate, leave the stall, 
Fling the axe and hammer by ; 

Throng to Fancuil Hall 1 

Wrongs which freemen never brooked. 

Dangers grim and fierce as they. 
Which, like couching lions, looked 

On your fathers' way ; 
These your instant zeal demand, 

Shaking wiUi their earthquak&«all 
Every rood of Pilgrim land, 

Ho, to Faneuil HaU ! 
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From your capes and sandy bars, 

From your mountain-ridges cold, 
Through whose pines the westering stars 

Stoop their crowns of gold ; 
Come, and with your footsteps wake 

Echoes from that holy wall ; 
Once again, for Freedom's sake. 

Bock your fathers' hall ! 

Up, and tread beneath your feet 

Every cord by party spun: 
Let your hearts together beat 

As the heart of one. 
Banks and tariiffs, stocks and trade. 

Let them rise or let them fall : 
Freedom asks your common aid, — 

Up, to FaneuU Hall ! 

Up, and let each voice that speaks 

King from thence to Southern plains, 
Sharply as the blow which breaks 

Prison-bolts and chains ! 
Speak as well becomes the free : 

Dreaded more than steel or ball, 
Shall your calmest utterance be. 

Heard from Faneuil Hall ! 

Have they wronged us ? Let us then 
Bender back nor threats nor prayers ; 

Have they chained our free-bom men ? 
Let us unchain theirs ! 

Up, your banner leads the van. 
Blazoned, ^^ Liberty for all ! " 



^"2 ^1 *i^ 



B3^HI^| 


i»Tt-suTm roua ^^^^^| 




TO HASSACBCSBrrS. ^^^W 


WB.IliK 


^.^ H 


From>Ua 
Give bes 


lottUaal ^H 


Wt^ u». 


l,nn»n« ^H 


Tl«rt«<. 


•^ H 


Andoooia. 


vdedntartr ^^1 



Still, let the land be shaken 

]{y a Bummooa of thine own ! 
Ily all Have truth forsaken, 

Htand fast with that alone ! 
Blirink not from strife unequal I 

\\'it)i tlie best is always hope ; 
Anil ever in the sequel 

(jod holda the right side npl 



But when, with thine uniting, 

Come voices long and loud. 
And far-off hilb are writing 

Thy fire-wordfl on the cloud ; 
When from Penobscot's fountains 

A deep response is heard, 
And across the Western mountains 

£olls back thy rallying word ; 
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Shall thy line of battle falter, 

With its allies just in view? 
Oh, by hearth and holy altar, 

My fatherland, be true ! 
Fling abroad thy scrolls of Freedom I 

Speed them onward far and fast I 
Over hill and valley speed them. 

Like the sibyl's on the blast I 

Lo ! the Empire State is shaking 

The shackles from her hand ; 
With the rugged North is waking 

The level sunset land ! 
On they come, the free battalions ! 

East and West and North they come. 
And the heart-beat of the millions 

Is the beat of Freedom's drum. 

" To the tyrant's plot no favor 1 
No heed to place-fed knaves I 
Bar and bolt the door forever 

Against the land of slaves I " 
Hear it, mother Earth, and hear it. 

The heavens above us spread ! 
The land is roused, — its spirit 
Was sleeping, but not dead I 
18i4. 



NEW HAMPSHIRE. 

God bless New Hampshire ! from her granite peaks 
Once more the voice of Stark and Langdon speaks. 
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Tba Xaa-^Amxiud vmmI of Uio enhiaB SooA 
For fvTj flhsme bcr ieU-{otj;«d ebais ba 

LrokeD ; 
Tom tbc black aeul of aUvcnr from her nioath. 

And in the t-lcar tonvs of ber old time ipokeD ! 
Oh, all iiii<lr<»ined-of, all unboped-for daogtt I 

Tha t* raiit'a ally ti " 

To all his Mildingfl 

New I lanipehira t" an indignant }fo I 

Wlio is it nuw Awf 'h, faint of heart, 

Look u|>ward to ihem """"tnjtif cold. 

Floats <1 by Freed lor-flsg tinnilled. 

And gaiiiiT streo^ a montiiH- parti 

All u not lost. Tbi >{ God's blnung 

Enoaiii|i-t with Freeouiu va the Seld of figfat ; 
Still to liir banner, day by day, are pressing, 

Unlooked-for allies, striking for the right ! 
Courage, then. Northern hearts ! Be firm, be tme: 
What one brave State hath done, can ye not also 
do? 

IS46. 



THE PINE-TREE. 

Writtan nn hearini; that the Antj-Slaverr RaioItm of Staplim 
C, IliillipK liail boeD rejected bj the Whig Conventiaa in Faaaml 
ILJl, ID itm. 

Lift again the stately emblem on the Bay State's 
rusted shield, 

Give to Northern winds the Pine-Tree on onr ban- 
ner's tattered field. 

Sons of men who sat in council with their Bibles 
round the board, 
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Answering England's royal missive with a firm, 

'' Thus saith the Lord I " 
Bise again for home and freedom ! set the battle 

in array I 
What the fathers did of old time we their sons 

must do to-day. 

Tell us not of banks and tariffs, cease your paltry 

pedler cries ; 
Shall the good State sink her honor that your 

gambling stocks may rise? 

Would ye barter man for cotton? That your 
gains may sum up higher, 

Must we kiss the feet of Moloch, pass our children 
through the fire ? 

Is the dollar only real ? God and truth and right 
a dream? 

Weighed against your lying ledgers must our man- 
hood kick the beam? 

O my God I for that free spirit, which of old in 

Boston town 
Smote the Province House with terror, struck the 

crest of Andros down ! 
For another strong-voiced Adams in the city's 

streets to cry, 
^^ Up for God and Massachusetts ! Set your feet 

on Mammon's lie ! 
Perish banks and perish traffic, spin your cotton's 

latest pound, 
Bat in Heaven's name keep your honor, keep the 

heart o' the Bay State sound I " 
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YHmn '■ tli« nan (or Mwchmettg! 

Uw voiee to ^iMk her fne 7 
Whn* '« Um bmnd to li^it np baafiies (rom ber 

Diounuina to Uw am? 
Bnti ker PQgrim pube noloi^er? Sits kbedonb 

in h«r detpair ? 
Hu ilie none to break Uie sileDce ? Has 

to do ai 
O m; God 1 fa octk; to lift ap her 

nutoda 
And fa plant at Tuw ift 

tattoi«(l 
ISU. 



iamb 




TO A SOOT. WATESMAN. 

Joho C. C^hunn, irho htd slningl; urgril (hf ertanson 
territory bj the uuKistion of Tens, ereo if it dioald innlT* ■ 
Tar vith Ei^laiid> wm imwilliD^ to 
OreRon, vhich would rnlar^ tha Northsni d 
uu) pleaded as ui excuse the peril of f orngn « 
he had defied vheD the inl«t«ati of ilaver? w 

Is this thy voice whose treble notes of fear 
Wail in the wind ? And dost thou shake to liear, 
Acbeon-like, the bay of thine own botmds, 
Spuming the leasb, and leaping o*er their bomtda? 
Sore-baffled statesman 1 when thy eager hand, 
With game afoot, iinalipped the hungry pack. 
To hunt down Freedom in her chosen land, 
Hadst thou no fear, that, erelong, donbling back, 
These d<^ of thine might snuff on SlaTetya track ? 
^Vhere 's now the boast, which even thj goarded 

tongue, 
Cold, calm, and proud, in the teeth o' the SeoatA 
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O'er the fulfilment of thy baleful plan, 

Like Satan's triumpli at the fall of man? 

How stood'st thou then, thy feet on Freedom 

planting, 
And pointing to the lurid heaven afar, 
Whence all could see, through the south windows 

slanting. 
Crimson as blood, the beams of that Lone Star! 
The Fates are just ; they give us but our own ; 
Nemesis ripens what our hands have sown. 
There is an Eastern story, not unknown. 
Doubtless, to thee, of one whose magic skill 
Called demons up his water-jars to fill ; 
Deftly and silently, they did his will. 
But, when the task was done, kept pouring still. 
Li vain with spell and charm the wizard wrought, 
Faster and faster were the buckets brought. 
Higher and higher rose the flood around. 
Till the fiends clapped their hands above their 

master drowned I 
So, Carolinian, it may prove with thee. 
For God still overrules man's schemes, and takes 
Craftiness in its self-set snare, and makes 
The wrath of man to praise Him. It may be. 
That the roused spirits of Democracy 
May leave to freer States the same wide door 
Through which thy slave-cursed Texas entered in, 
From out the blood and fire, the wrong and sin. 
Of the stormed city and the ghastly plain, 
Beat by hot hail, and wet with bloody rain. 
The myriad-handed pioneer may pour. 
And the wild West with the roused North combine 
And heave the engineer of evil with his mine. 
1846. 




Wits » cold maA wintiy Donn4igtt 

On \ia roofs and rtoeplM ahad. 
Shadow* wo I Bunfiglit 

From the -faMtd, 

&oadly, vaga me, lies the lalfAinll 

Throogb tUi , rcatlui nw. 

Ebbs and i a t>d«, 

Wave on wave . rer ; 

Wealth and fasiuon e hj ride ; 

Toiler, i<ilir, «Iavr ami iDHfitcr, in the same qoick 
current glide. 

Underneath yon dome, whose coping 
Springs above them, vast and tall, 
Grave men in the dust are groping 
For the largess, base and small, 
TNTiich the hand of Power is scattering, cromba 
which from its table falL 

Base of heart ! They vilely barter 
Honor's wealth for party's place ; 
Step by step on Freedom's charter 
Leaving footprints of disgrace ; 
For to-day's poor pittance turning from the great 
hope of their race. 
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Yet, where festal lamps are throwing 

Glory round the dancer's hair, 
Gold-tressed, like an angel's, flowing 
Backward on the sunset air ; 
And the low quick pulse of music beats its meas- 
ure sweet and rare : 

There to-night shall woman's glances. 

Star-like, welcome give to them ; 
Fawning fools with shy advances 
Seek to touch their garments' hem, 
With the tongue of flattery glozing deeds which 
God and Truth condemn. 

From this glittering lie my vision 
Takes a broader, sadder range. 
Full before me have arisen 

Other pictures dark and strange ; 
From the parlor to the prison must the scene and 
witness change. 

Hark ! the heavy gate is swinging 
On its hinges, harsh and slow ; 
One pale prison lamp is flinging 
On a fearful group below 
Such a light as leaves to terror whatsoe'er it does 
not show. 

Pitying God ! Is that a woman 

On whose wrist the shackles clash ? 
Is that shriek she utters human, 
Underneath the stinging lash ? 
Are they men whose eyes of madness from that sad 
procession flash? 




Vainly to the ehUa „ 
GhHng to ideal woe 
Graceful luxury of compassion, 
Shall the stricken mourner go ; 
Hateful seems the earnest sorrow, beautiful the 
hollow show ! 

Nay, my words are all too sweeping: 

In this crowde<1 human mart. 
Feeling is not dead, but sleeping ; 
Man's strong will and woman's heart, 
In the coming strife for Freedom, yet shall bear 
their generous part. 

And from yonder sunny valleys, 
Southwanl in th« distance lost, 
Freedom yet shall summon allies 
Worthier than the North can boast, 
With the Evil by their hearth-stones grappling at 
severer cost. 
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Now, the soul alone is willing : 

Faint the lieai-t and weak the knee ; 
And as yet no lip is thrilling 

With the mighty words, " Be Free ! " 
Tarrieth long the land's Good Angel, but his ad- 
vent is to be I 

Meanwhile, turning from the revel 

To the prison-cell my sight. 
For intenser hate of evil. 
For a keener sense of right. 
Shaking off thy dust, I thank thee. City of the 
Slaves, to-night I 

** To thy duty now and ever 1 

Dream no more of rest or stay : 
Give to Freedom's great endeavor 
All thou art and hast to-day : " 
Thus, above the city's murmur, saith a Voice, or 
seems to say. 

Ye with heart and vision gifted 
To discern and love the right. 
Whose worn faces have been lifted 
To the slowly-growing light. 
Where from Freedom's sunrise drifted slowly 
back the murk of night I 

Ye who through long years of trial 
Still have held your purpose fast. 
While a lengthening shade the dial 
From the westering sunshine cast. 
And of hope each hour's denial seemed an echo of 
the last! 



112 
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With that front of catni endurnnut*, on whoBO , 

Btciuly Detre in vain 
Presaed tbu iron of tlio prison, smuUt Uio llory 

sliaf u of p«uo I 

la the ^-rant's braud npon tliec ? Did the brutal 
cravens aim 



To nuke God's 
work thy 

When, aU bloA. 
iron was' 

How langhed th 
scorn I 



falaebood. His holiest 
from Uic tortiiTf) the 
1 tho baffled foola to 



They change to wn, Inty which God hath 

written out 
On the great heart of hiinianity, tim Ii'ijible for 

doubt ! 
They, the loathsome moral lepers, blotched from 

footsole up to crown. 
Give to shame what God hath given onto honor 

and T 



Why, that brand is highest honor ! than ita traces 

never yet 
Upon old armorial hatchments was a prouder blazon 

set; 
And thy unborn generations, as they tread our 

rocky strand, 
Shall tell with pride the story of their father's 

branded hand I 



As the Templar home was welcome, bearing back 
from Syrian wars 
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The sears of Arab lances and of Paynim scimi- 
tars, 

The pallor of the prison, and the shackle's crimson 
span, 

So we meet thee, so we greet thee, truest friend of 
God and man. 

He suffered for the ransom of the dear Kedeemer's 

grave, 
Thou for His living presence in the bound and 

bleeding slave ; 
He for a soil no longer by the feet of angels 

trod. 
Thou for the true Shechinah, the present home of 

God! 

For, while the jurist, sitting with the slave-whip 
o'er him swung. 

From the tortured truths of freedom the lie of 
slavery wrung. 

And the solemn priest to Moloch, on each' God- 
deserted shrine. 

Broke the bondman's heart for bread, poured the 
bondman's blood for wine ; 

While the multitude in blindness to a far-off Sav- 
iour knelfc. 

And spumed, the while, the temple where a pres- 
ent Saviour dwelt ; 

Thou beheld'st Him in the task-field, in the prison 
shadows dim. 

And thy mercy to the bondman, it was mercy unto 
Him! 

TOL. m. 8 
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Id Utj lone und bug Dight-watches, aky above 

WUV0 below, 
Thoa tlidst loam a lugber wLsdom than the bab> 

bling sohociliiiuii know ; 
God's sUirs anil ailuuce tuuglit thco, as Ilia augela 

uiily can, 
That tlio ono sole sat^rcd tiling boDealh tfae i»>[>e oC 

heave 

That be who r on the Bcroiln of law 

and 
In th« dept at gooduvss may finA 

mens} 
But «u« to ] « the soul with cbi 

and roa, 
And berdii mtk lower navi res the awfiil form of 

God! 

Then lift that manly right-hand, bold ploughman 

of the wave ! 
Its branded palm shall prophesy, "Salvation to 

the Slave ! " 
Hold up its fire-wrought language, that whoso 

reads may feel 
His heart swell strong within him, his sinews 

change to steel. 

Hold it up before our sunshine, up against our 

Northern air ; 
Ho I men of Massachusetts, for the love of God, 

look there ! 



THE FREED ISLANDS 
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Take it henceforth for your standard, like the 

Brace's heart of yore, 
In the dark strife dosing round ye, let that hand 

be seen before t 

And the masters of the slave-land shall tremble at 
that sign. 

When it points its finger Southward along the 
Puritan line : 

Can the craft of State avail them ? Can a Christ- 
less church withstand, 

In the van of Freedom's onset, the coming of that 

hand? 
1840. 



THE FREED ISLANDS. 

Written for the umiyenary oelebration of the first of August, 
tt imton, 1846. 

A FEW brief years have passed away 

Since Britain drove her million slaves 
Beneath the tropic's fiery ray : 
Qod willed their freedom ; and to-day 
Life blooms above those island graves ! 

He spoke I across the Carib Sea, 
We heard the clash of breaking chains, 

And felt the heart-throb of the free, 

The first, strong pulse of liberty 
Which thrilled along the bondman's veins. 

Though long delayed, and far, and slow, 
The Briton's triumph shall be ours : 
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W«rs slavery here a prouiler brow 
Than tlmt wliicli twelve short yean ago 
Scowled darkly from hur ialaod bowoi»7 

Mighty alike fur gooi) or ill 

With inother-land, we fully sban 

The Saxon streogtli, tlio nurvu of stoel. 

The tireless ent , 

The power tc idu to dare. 

What she has d( > not do ? 

Our hour and mth at band ; 

The 'blast which i angel hlew 

O'er her green i toes tbrou^ 

Each vsilley ot on. t land. 

Hear it. old Europe ! we have swom 

The death of slavery. When it falls, 
Look to your vassaLs in their turn. 
Your poor dumb millions, crushed and worn. 
Your prisons and your palace walls I 

O kingly mockers ! scoffing show 

What deeds in Freedom's name we do ; 
Yet know that every taunt ye throw 
Across the waters, goads our slow 

Progression towards the right and true. 

Not always aliall your outraged poor, 

Appalled by democratic crime, 
Grind as their fathers ground before ; 
The hour which sees our prison door 

Swing wide shall be their triumph time. 



On then, my brothers I every blow 

Ye deal is felt the wide earth through ; 
Whatever here uplifts the low 
Or humbles Freedom's hateful foe, 

Blesses the Old World through the New. 

Take heart! The promised hour draws near; 

I hear the downward beat of wings, 
And Freedom's trumpet sounding clear : 
"Joy to the people I woe and fear 

To new-world tyrants, old-world kings I " 



A LETTER. 

Snppoaad to Im viitten by t]i« ohairiDEUi of the " Central 
Clique " at Concoid, N. H., to the Hon. M. N., Jr., at WBahing- 
toD, fpring tbe resnlt of tbe eleotion. 

Tba fallowing Teran were pabliahed !d the Boston Chronoti/pt 
in 1846. The; tefei to t^M contMt in New Hanipaliire, which 
ronltad in the defeat of the pro-alaTer; DemocTWtjr, and in the 
eleoliiHi of John P. Hale to the United State* Senate. Although 
their aathonhip was not acknowledged, it wai stmngl; inspected. 
Hmj fnnuali ft ipedinen of tbs way, o^ the whole rather good- 
natored, in whieh the liberty-loverc of half a century ago an- 
■wered the aocial and political ontlawr; and mob violence to 
which thej were rabjeoted. 

T 18 over, Moses 1 AU is lost I 

I hear the bells a-ringing ; 
Of Pharaoh and his Bed Sea host 

I heap the Free-Wills singing.* 
We 're routed, Moses, horse and foot, 

If Aere be truth in figures. 
With Federal Whigs in hot pursuit. 

And Hale, and all the " niggers." 



{ 



i STI-SLArERi' l-OEi/S 

Alack ! lias! UiU topntii or more 

Wo 't« felt ft u<l foreboding; 
Onr YCTj di«Ami tW bunim bore 

Of ocntnl cliques exploding ; 
Before our ejros a furnace sbooe, 

Wliere faeada of doogli wem roasttn^ 
And one we took to be j-oiir own 

Tli<>trai xting! 
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We thought the " Old Man of the Notch " 

lliH face seemed changing wholly — 
His lijis seemed thick ; his nose seemed flat; 

IliH misty hair looked woolly ; 
And Coi'iH teamsters, shnekiug, fled 

From the metamorphosed figure. 
" Look there ! " they said, " the Old Stone Head 

IlimscH is turning nigger!" 

The sclioolhouse,' out of Canaan hauled 
Seemed turning on its track again, 

And like a great swamp-turtle crawled 
To C'nnaan village back again, 

Sliook off tlie mud and settled flat 
llpon its underpinning ; 
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A nigger on its ridge-pole sat, 
From ear to ear a-grinning. 

Gray H d heard o' nights the sound 

Of rail-cars onward faring; 
Right over Democratic ground 

The iron horse came tearing. 
A flag waved o'er that spectral train, 

As high as Pittsfield steeple ; 
Its emblem was a broken chain ; 

Its motto: '' To the people ! " 

I dreamed that Charley took his bed, 

With Hale for his physician ; 
His daily dose an old '^ unread 

And Leferred" petition.- 
There Hayes and Tuck as nurses sat, 

As near as near could be, man ; 
They leeched him with the " Democrat ; '* 

They blistered with the " Freeman." 

Ah ! grisly portents I What avail 

Your terrors of forewarning ? 
We wake to find the nightmare Hale 

Astride our breasts at morning I 
From Portsmouth lights to Indian stream 

Our foes their throats are trying ; 
The very factory-spindles seem 

To mock us while they *re flying. 

The hills have bonfires ; in our streets 

Flags flout us in our faces ; 
The newsboys, peddling off their sheets. 

Are hoarse with our disgraces. 



"~ —— «/ "rewed the 
" >*fc tattered htm mad 
" M it for such » sad rev, 
Oar moU bec^ne pea« 

-^nd kept their tar «»d wc 
^or Englishmen and Qi 

For this did ahifty Athetfa 

Make gag rules for the ( 

" «P«i we for this cor feet 
Petitions in cor State a 

PWweforthisoar«ed 

^o stubborn traitor spm 

WTbo scoflFed .t our opinion 

■^«* *«* to homeian wi 

Ai, Moses ! hard it is to 8CI 

These crooked prondenoe. 

^cing from the wisest pb 

llie saddest oooseqaenoes! 
Stj«,ge that, i„ t^jjj^^ ^ 
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SuppljiDg freedom with the name 

And slavery with the practice I 
Our smooth words fed the people's mouth, 

Their ears our party rattle ; 
We bept them headed to the South, 

As drovers do their cattle. 

But now our game of politics 

The world at large is lesruing ; 
And men grown gray in aJl our tricks 

State's evidence are turning. 
Votes and preambles subtly spun 

They cram with meanings louder, 
And load the Democratic gon 

With abolition powder. 

The ides of June ! Woe worth the day 

When, turning all things over, 
The traitor Hale shall make his hay 

From Democratic clover I 
Who then shall take him in the law. 

Who punish crime so fl^rant? 
Whose lund shall serve, whose pen shall draw, 

A writ against that " vagrant " ? 

Alas I no hope is left us here, 

And one can only pine for 
The envied place of overseer 

Of slaves in Carolina I 
"Pray, Moses, give Calhoun the wink, 

And see what pay he 's giving ! 
We Ve practised long enough, we think, 

To know the art of driving. 



< 
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Formed oo the good old 



,\ tnit; ari'I Iiravt- awl doimrigfat honest man! 
II-. \ilhw ii'i tnimp<;t in the market-pbce, 
S'lT in tin: frliurch with bvpocritic face 
Sti|>{j|ii:il with '.-ant the lack of Christian gnoe; 
IxatliiriK \iT>:U;n<-t:, he did with cheerful will 
What r<t)i';ni talknl <4 while their hands were stall; 
Afi'l, wliili; " I»rd, Lord '. " the pioos grants cried, 
WIki, ill the [KMir, their Master cnictfied, 
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His duly prayer, £ar better understood 

In acts than words, was simply doing good. 

So calm, so constant was his rectitude. 

That by his loss alone we know its worth, 

And feel how true a man has walked with us on earth. 

6thy Qth months 1840. 

SONG OF SLAVES IN THE DESERT. 

*'8€bah, Oasis of Fezzan, lOlh March, 1846. — This eveiiuig 
the female BUves were nnusnally excited in singing, and I had the 
curiosity to ask my negro servant, Said, what they were singing 
about. As many of them were natives of his own country, he 
had no difficulty in translating the Mandara or Bomou language. 
I had often asked the Moors to translate their songs for me, but 
got no satisfactory account from them. Said at first said, ' Oh, 
they sing of Rubee ' (Gk>d). ' What do you mean ? ' I replied, 
impatiently. ' Oh, don^t you know ? ' he continued, ' they asked 
God to give them their Atka t * (certificate of freedom). I in- 
quired, * Is that all ? * Said : *No; they say, ^* AVhere are we 
going ? The world is large. O God I Where are we going t O 
God / * * ' I inquired, ' What else ? ' Said : ' They remember their 
country, Bomou, and say, '* Bornou uhu a pleasant country, full of 
all good things ; hut this is a bad country, and we are miserable / *' ' 
' Do they say anything else ? ' Said : * No ; they repeat these 
words over and over again, and add, ^' O God I give us our Atka, 
and let us return again to our dear home,^^ ' 

*' I am not surprised I got little satisfaction when I asked the 
Moon about the songs of their slaves. Who will say tliat the 
above words are not a very appropriate song ? What could have 
been more congenially adapted to their then wof ul condition ? It 
is not to be wondered at that these poor bondwomen cheer up their 
hearts, in their long, lonely, and painful wanderings over the des- 
ert, with words and sentiments like these ; but I have often ob- 
served that their fatigue and sufferings were too great for them to 
strike up this melancholy dirge, and many days their plaintive 
strains never broke over the silence of the desert'' — Richard' 
son^s Journal in Africa* 

Where are we going ? where are we going, 
Where are we going, Rubee ? 




[ ANTI-SLAVERY POEMS 

Lord (if iH>oiilc!i, Ion) of landft, 
Look at-'roas these sbiQing Bands, 
ThroDgh the furnace of the noon, 
Through thu n-hitu light uf tho moon. 
Strong the Oliiblee wind in hlowing, 
Strangi! and lar^ the world is growing! 
Speak and tell lis where we are going, 
WliLTu n " ,ulx» 7 

Bomou lai good, 

Welk of w aod, 

Doorrn fiu of bean, 

And thu p^' idgrwa: 

Bomou laT igcr, 

Here wi; thl^,^ re hunger. 

Here tlio Moor-a ^. a in anger : 
Where are we ^oiiig, Kiihce? 

"When we went from Bomou land, 
We were like the leaves and sand, 
We were many, we are few ; 
Life haa one, and death has two : 
Whitened hones our path are showing, 
Thou All-seeing, thou All-knowing I 
Hear us, tell us, where are wo going, 
Where are we going, Bubee ? 

Moons of niarelies from our eyes 
Bornou land behind us lies ; 
Stranger round us day by day 
Bends the desert circle gray ; 
Wild the waves of sand are flowing, 
Hot the winds above them blowing, — 



TO DELAWARE 127 

Lord of all things I where are we going? 
Where are we going, Rubee? 

We are weak, but Thou art strong ; 
Short our lives, but Thine is long ; 
We are blind, but Thou hast eyes ; 
We are fools, but Thou art wise ! 
Thou, our morrow's pathway knowing 
Through the strange world round us growing. 
Hear us, tell us where are we going. 
Where are we going, Rubee ? 
1847. 



TO DELAWARE. 

Written daring the discassion in the Legislature of that State, 
in the winter of 184G-47| of a bill for the abolition of slavery. 

Thbice welcome to thy sisters of the East, 

To the strong tillers of a rugged home, 
With spray-wet locks to Northern winds released, 

And hardy feet o'erswept by ocean's foam ; 
And to the young nymphs of the golden West, 

Whose harvest mantles, fringed with prairie 
bloom, 
Trail in the sunset, — O redeemed and blest. 

To the warm welcome of thy sisters come ! 
Broad Pennsylvania, down her sail-white bay 

Shall give thee joy, and Jersey from her plains. 
And the g^reat lakes, where echo, free alway, 

Moaned never shoreward with the clank of 
chains. 
Shall weave new sun-bows in their tossing spray, 
And all their waves keep grateful holiday. 
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And, sDiUing on thee through her mountain nuns, 
Vetmont shall bleu thcc ; xiid the granit4.' jK'aks, 

And vast Katolidin o'er hiM woodit, nball wear 

Their snow-cirowns brighti>r in the cold, keen air ; 
And Maiisachusetts, with her niggwl oliceks 

O'emm with grateful tears, shall turn to ihcc, 
WIioii, at thy hiddinc, the elcctrii; vdre 
Shell trurabli with its wonls of fire ; 

Glory and pra! nothvr 8latv iit f rv«: 1 

1847. 



■ regimpBt. in Idi dawmptiiMI 
be l>bar on tli« Vitgisfat plao> 
t vpMliM of tba hatua net 
uhu latry, uid dooowd to pMpM- 

tbeir iuhibi m Bwofnll} aaiOmiSBt t<r 
iral righu of man, Soch ii th* iDCOiiniteDCT 
EiirhliHtn hundreil slnTea were found at 
ButTemler, and restored to (heir maatera. 
Well wia it ^id by Dr. Harn<'fl. in his lnt« work on Slavery: 
"No slave vaa any nearer his freedom after the BDrrender of 
Yorktown tlian oben Patrick Henry 6rst Uiight the notes of lib- 
erty to echo among the hilla and valia of Virginia." 

From Yorktown's ruins, ranked and still, 
Two lines stretoh far o'er vale and hill : 
Who curbs his steed at head of one ? 
Ilarh ! the low munnur : Washington ! 
Who bends his keen, approving glance, 
Where down the gorgeous line of France 
Shine knightly star and plume of snow 1 
Thou too art victor, Kochambeau I 

The earth which bears this calm array 
Shook with the war-charge yesterday, 
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Plouglied deep with hurrying hoof and wheel, 
Shot-sown and bladed thick with steel ; 
October's clear and noonday sun 
Paled in the breath-smoke of the gun, 
And down night's double blackness fell, 
Like a dropped star, the blazing shell. 

Now all is hushed : the gleaming lines 
Stand moveless as the neighboring pines ; 
While through them, sullen, grim, and slow, 
The conquered hosts of England go : 
O'Hara's brow belies his dress. 
Gay Tarleton's troop rides bannerless : 
Shout, from thy fired and wasted homes, 
Thy scourge, Virginia, captive comes I 

Nor thou alone : with one glad voice 
Let all thy sister States rejoice ; 
Let Freedom, in whatever clime 
She waits with sleepless eye her time. 
Shouting from cave and mountain wood 
Make glad her desert solitude, 
While they who hunt her quail with fear ; 
The New World's chain lies broken here 1 

But who are they, who, cowering, wait 
Within the shattered fortress gate ? 
Dark tillers of Virginia's soil, 
Classed with the battle's common spoil, 
With household stuffs, and fowl, and swine, 
With Indian weed and planters' wine, 
With stolen beeves, and foraged com, — 
Are they not men, Virginian bom ? 



ToiLi m. 



) ANTI-SldVSR}' POEUS 

Ob, veil your facf-H, youug nrnl bmve I 
Sleep, Scammol, in thy scjilier grare ! 
Sotu of tbo Northluid, ye who set 
Stout bt^artA againat tho WyoDOt, 
And pressed with steady footfall Dttur 
The mooted bntUTy'n blazing tier, 
Tum your acarnn} fiictKi from the sights 
Let shamo le right ! 

Lot fourw Mwed; andwhere 

The GalUc lie air. 

And, throtui. :teries, side by side, i 

To Tiotory ts allied, 

And Itrave i pale with | 

The uriDB thej ift agaiB, 

As abjift ii« in tnst oiu y 

The slave still toib his lite away. 

Oil, fields still green and fresh in story, 

Oil] (lays of pride, old names of glory. 

Old marvels of the tongue and pen, 

Old thoughts which stirred the hearts of men, 

Ye spared the wrong ; and over all 

Behold the avenging shadow fall ! 

Your world-wide honor stained with shame, — 

Your freedom's self a hollow name 1 

Where 's now the flag of that old war ? 
Where flows its stripe? Where bums its star? 
Bear witness, Palo Alto's day, 
Dark Vale of Palms, red Monterey, 
Where Mexic Freedom, young and weak, 
Fleshes the Northern eagle's beak ; 
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Symbol of terror and despair, 

Of chains and slaves, go seek it there ! 

Laugh, Prussia, midst thy iron ranks ! 
Laugh, Russia, from thy Neva's banks ! 
Brave sport to see the fledgling born 
Of Freedom by its parent torn ! 
Safe now is Speilberg's dungeon cell, 
Safe drear Siberia's frozen hell : 
With Slavery's flag o'er both unrolled. 
What of the New World fears the Old? 
1847. 



RANDOLPH OF ROANOKE. 

O Mother Earth ! upon thy lap 

Thy weary ones receiving, 
And o'er them, silent as a dream. 

Thy grassy mantle weaving. 
Fold softly in thy long embrace 

That heart so woiii and broken, 
Aind cool its pulse of flre beneath 

Thy shadows old and oaken. 

Shut out from him the bitter word 

And serpent hiss of scorning ; 
Nor let the storms of yesterday 

Disturb his quiet morning. 
Breathe over him forgetfulness 

Of all save deeds of kindness. 
And, save to smiles of grateful eyes. 

Press down his lids in blindness. 



182 




There-, where with living oiu* and eyo 

llf heard Pobtmiic'ti Howiii;;, 
And, through his tall aiice^lrul tn»et, 

Saw atitiimu's sunset glowing, 
He sleeps, atill liHikiiig to thv wsst, 

BeDeatb Uu- dark wixhI Hhudow, 
As if hu still would sue the suu 

Siidt down meadow. 

Bani, Sago, 

All moodii 
The t«udereS' 

Tlie scorn 
The )iathoa ^ 

UuwLlling tentv 
Thi- stinging taunt, tlie titry burst 

Of hatred scarcely human ! 

Mirth, sparkling like a diainoiid shower, 

From lips of life-long SEuluess ; 
Clear picturinga of majestic thought 

Upon a ground of madness ; 
And over all Romanee and Song 

A classic beauty throwing. 
And laurelleil Clio at his side 

Her storied pages showing. 

All parties feared him : each in turn 
Beheld its schemes disjointed. 

As right or left his fatal glance 
And spectral finger i)ointed. 

Sworn foe of Cant, he smote it down 
With trenchant wit unsparing, 
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And, mocking, rent with ruthless hand 
The robe Pretence was wearing. 

Too honest or too proud to feign 

A love he never cherished, 
Beyond Virginia's border line 

His patriotism perished. 
While others hailed in distant skies 

Our eagle's dusky pinion, 
He only saw the mountain bird 

Stoop o*er his Old Dominion! 

Still through each change of fortune strange. 

Racked nerve, and brain all burning. 
His loving faith in Mother-land 

Knew never shade of turning ; 
By Britain's lakes, by Neva's tide. 

Whatever sky was o'er him. 
He heard her rivers' rushing sound, 

Her blue peaks rose before him. 

He held his slaves, yet made withal 

No false and vain pretences, 
Nor paid a lying priest to seek 

For Scriptural defences. 
His harshest words of proud rebuke, 

His bitterest taunt and scorning, 
FeU fire-like on the Northern brow 

That bent to him in fawning. 

He held his slaves ; yet kept the while 
His reverence for the Human ; 



ijay down for his last slee] 
And at his side, a slave no n 

His brother-man stood wee 
His latest thought, his latest 

To Freedom's duty giving. 
With failing tongue and tren 

The dying blest the living. 

Oh, never bore his ancient Sti 

A truer son or braver ! 
None trampling ¥rith a ealmei 

On foreign hate or favor. 
He knew her faults, yet never 

His proud and manly f eelin, 
To poor excuses of the wrong 

Or meanness of concealing. 

But none beheld with clearer c 
The plague-spot o*er her spn 

None heard more sure the step 
Along her future treading. 
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As from the grave where Henry sleeps, 

From Vernon's weeping willow, 
And from the grassy pall which hides 

The Sage of Monticello, 
So from the leaf-strewn burial-stone 

Of Randolph's lowly dwelling, 
Virginia I o'er thy land of slaves 

A warning voice is swelling I 

And hark ! from thy deserted fields 

Are sadder warnings spoken, 
From quenched hearths, where thy exiled sons 

Their household gods have broken. 
The curse is on thee, — wolves for men. 

And briers for corn-sheaves giving I 
Oh, more than all thy dead renown 

Were now one hero living I 
1847. 



THE LOST STATESMAN. 

Written on hearing of the death of Silas Wright of New York. 

As they who, tossing midst the storm at night, 
While turning shoreward, where a beacon shone. 
Meet the walled blackness of the heaven alone. 
So, on the turbulent waves of party tossed, 
In gloom and tempest, men have seen thy light 
Quenched in the darkness. At thy hour of 
noon. 
While life was pleasant to thy undimmed sight. 
And, day by day, withm thy spirit grew 
A holier hope than young Ambition knew, 



Who now shall rally Freedom's fi 

Who wear the mantle of the leac 

Who stay the march of slav 

voice 

Hath called thee from thy t 

lack 
Yet bolder champions, to beat 
The wrong which, through his 

Him: 
Yet firmer hands shall Freedom' 
And wave them high across th< 
Till bound, dumb millions thei 
and rejoice. 

lOcA mo., 1847. 

THE SLAVES OF MA 

Suggested by a daguerreotype taken h 
graying of two negro figures, sent to the 
Bon. 

Beams of noon, like burning h 
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Dark, bat comely, like the maiden in the ancient 
Jewish song : 

Scarcely has the toil of task-fields done her grace- 
ful beauty wrong. 

He, the strong one and the manly, with the vassal's 

garb and hue, 
Holding still his spirit's birthright, to his higher 

nature true ; 

Hiding deep the strengthening purpose of a free- 
man in his heart, 

As the gregree holds his Fetich from the white 
man's gaze apart. 

Ever foremost of his comrades, when the driver's 

morning horn 
Calls away to stifling mill-house, to the fields of 

cane and com : 

Fall the keen and burning lashes never on his back 

or limb ; 
Scarce with look or word of censure, turns the 

driver unto him. 

Yet, his brow is always thoughtful, and his eye is 

hard and stem ; 
Slavery's last and humblest lesson he has never 

deigned to learn. 

And, at evening, when his comrades dance before 

their master's door. 
Folding arms and knitting forehead, stands he 

silent evermore. 



his hold ; 

Slow decays the forest monarch, clo 

iell embrace, 
Till the tree is seen no longer, and 

its place ; 

So a base and bestial nature round 

manhood twines, 
And the spirit wastes beneath it, I 

choked with vines. 

God is Love, saith the Evangel ; an( 

woe and sin 
Is made light and happy only when i 

ing in. 

Ye whose lives are free as sunshine, 

soe'er ye roam, 
Smiles of welcome, looks of kindn 

the world like home ; 
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Can ye know the deeper meaning of a love in Slav- 
ery nursed, 

Last flower of a lost Eden, blooming in that Soil 
accursed? 

Love of Home, and Love of Woman ! — dear to all, 

but doubly dear 
To the heart whose pulses elsewhere measure only 

hate and fear. 

All around the desert circles, underneath a brazen 

sky, 
Only one green spot remainmg where the dew is 
never dry I 

Prom the horror of that desert, from its atmosphere 

of hell, 
Turns the fainting spirit thither, as the diver seeks 

his bell. 

'Tis the fervid tropic noontime ; faint and low the 
sea-waves beat ; 

Hazy rise the inland mountains through the glim- 
mer of the heat, — 

Where, through mingled leaves and blossoms, 
arrowy sunbeams flash and glisten, 

Speaks her lover to the slave-girl, and she lifts her 
head to listen : — 

" We shall live as slaves no longer 1 Freedom's 

hour is close at hand ! 
Rocks her bark upon the waters, rests the boat 

upon the strand I 



sunken moon I *' 

Oh, the blessed hoi^ of freedom ! 1 

and glad surprise, 
For an instant throbs her bosom, f( 

beam her eyes I 

But she looks across the valley, where 

hut is seen. 
Through the snowy bloom of coffee, a 

leaves so green. 

And she answers, sad and earnest : *' 

for thee to stay ; 
God hath heard thy prayer for fre 

finger points the way. 

** Well I know with what endurance 

of me and mine, 
Thou hast borne too long a burdc 

for souls like thine. 
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*' But for me, my mother, lying on her siek-bed 

all the day, 
Lifts her weary head to watch me, coming through 

the twilight gray. 

'* Should I leave her sick and helpless, even free- 
dom, shared with thee. 

Would be sadder far than bondage, lonely toil, and 
stripes to me. 

^* For my heart would die within me, and my brain 
would soon be wild ; 

I should hear my mother calling through the twi- 
light for her child 1 " 

Blazing upward from the ocean, shines the sun of 

morning-time. 
Through the coffee-trees in blossom, and green 

hedges of the lime. 

Side by side, amidst the slave-gang, toil the lover 

and the maid ; 
Wherefore looks he o'er the waters, leaning forward 

on his spade ? 

Sadly looks he, deeply sighs he : 't is the Haytien's 
sail he sees, 

lake a white cloud of the mountains, driven sea- 
ward by the breeze I 

But his arm a light hand presses, and he hears a 

low voice call : 
Hate of Slavery, hope of Freedom, Love is mightier 

than alL 

1848. 




Ix Westminster's rojal haJk 
Bobed in tlieir pootificdsy 
England's ancient prdates st 
For the people's ri^t and gc 

Closed aitmnd the waiting ci^ 
Dark and still, like winter's c 
King and council, lord and k 
Squire and yeonum, stood in i 
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^ Bight of voice in framing laws, 
Bight of peers to try each cause ; 
Peasant homestead, mean and small. 
Sacred as the monarch's hall, — 

** Whoso lays his hand on these, 
England's ancient liberties ; 
Whoso breaks, by word or deed, 
England's vow at Bunnymede ; 

^ Be he Prince or belted knight. 
Whatsoe'er his rank or might. 
If the highest, then the worst, 
Let him live and die accursed. 

" Thou, who to Thy Church hast given 
Keys alike, of hell and heaven. 
Make our word and witness sure. 
Let the curse we speak endure I " 

Silent, while that curse was said. 
Every bare and listening head 
Bowed in reverent awe, and then 
All the people said. Amen ! 

Seven times the bells have tolled. 
For the centuries gray and old, 
Since that stoled and mitred band 
Cursed the tyrants of their laud. 

Since the priesthood, like a tower. 
Stood between the poor and power ; 
And the wronged and trodden down 
Blessed the abbot's shaven crown. 



t 



Of its power as law and God. 

Fraud exults, while solemn wc 
Sanctify his stolen hoards ; 
Slavery laughs, while ghostly 
Bless his manacles and whips. 

Not on them the poor rely, 
Not to them looks liberty, 
Who with fawning falsehood 
To the wrong, when clothed i 

Oh, to see them meanly cling. 
Round the master, round the 
Sported with, and sold and b 
Pitif uller sight is not I 

Tell me not that this must be 
God's true priest is always fr 
Free, the needed truth to spe 
Rie^ht the wron£:ed, and raise 
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Nor to paint the new life's bliss 
On the sable ground of this ; 
Golden streets for idle knave, 
Sabbath rest for weary slave ! 

Not for words and works like these, 
Priest of God, thy -mission is ; 
But to make earth's desert glad, 
In its Eden greenness clad ; 

And to level manhood bring 
Lord and peasant, serf and kiug ; 
And the Christ of God to find 
In the humblest of thy kind ! 

Thine to work as well as pray. 
Clearing thorny wrongs away ; 
Plucking up the weeds of sin. 
Letting heaven's warm sunshine in ; 

Watching on the hiUs of Faith ; 
Listening what the spirit saith, 
Of the dim-seen light afar. 
Growing like a nearing star. 

God's interpreter art thou. 
To the waiting ones below ; 
'Twixt them and its light midway 
Heralding the better day ; 

Catching gleams of temple spires. 
Hearing notes of angel choirs. 
Where, as yet unseen of them. 
Comes the New Jerusalem I 

TOL. IXX. 10 




Ko*, yiy and 

Tlw kliMDbefi 
TbetiMfit 



M'irt; tliari wc boi>ed in that dark time 

Wlii^n, faint with watching, few and worn, 

W<; h:iw iiii wtlcomc day-star climb 
Tliti Willi gray ])athway of the mom ! 

O wi;nry houra I O nifjht of years ! 

Wliut Ntoniiit our darkling [>athway swept, 
Wlieni, iH'ating back our thronging fears, 

Ity [''jiitli uhmu our march we kept 

How jniinid tlio scoffing crowd behind, 
I low niiH'kod before the tyrant tr^n. 

Ah, otiii by ime, the true and kind 
I'Vll fiiiiitlng in our path of pain I 

Tlii>y died, thi'ir bravo hearts breaking alow, 
Itiit, si'lf-forgetfid to tho last, 
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In wotcIb of cheer and bugle blow 
Tbeir breath upon the darkness passed. 

A mighty host, on either hand, 
Stood waiting for the dawn of day 

To crash like reeds our feeble band ; 
The mom has come, and where are they? 

Troop after troop their line forsakes ; 

With peace-white banners waving free, 
And from our own the glad shout breaks. 

Of Freedom and Fraternity I 

Like mist before the growing light, 

The hostile cohorts melt away ; 
Our frowning foemen of the night 

Are brothers at the dawn of day I 

As unto these repentant ones 

We open wide our toil-worn ranks, 

Along our line a murmur runs 

Of song, and praise, and grateful thanks. 

Sound for the onset I Blast on blast ! 

Till Slavery's minions cower and quail ; 
One charge of fire shall drive them fast 

Like chaff before our Northern gale I 

O prisoners in your house of pain. 

Dumb, toiling millions, bound and sold. 

Look I stretched o'er Southern vale and plain. 
The Lord's delivering hand behold I 




Ai:ii(rfiH the St«ny Mountains, o'er the desert*8 

drouth and sand. 
The circles of onr empire toach the western ocean's 

Htrand ; 
From Hluinbtrous TimpaDogos, to Gila, wild and 

free. 
Mowing down from N'uevo-Leon to California's sea ; 
And from the mountains of the east, to Santa 

Ilos.'i's tdiore, 
Tlie (laglcH of Mfxitli shall beat the air no more. 



(> Vnle of Itio Bravo ! Let thy simple children 

wcit(> ; 
CliiHw watch about tlieir holy fire let maids of Pe- 

coH keep ; 
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Let Taos send her cry across Sierra Madre^s pines, 
And Santa Barbara toll her beUs amidst her corn 

and vines; 
For lo I the pale land-seekers come, with eager eyes 

of gain, 
Wide scattering, like the bison herds on broad 

Salada's plain. 

Let Sacramento's herdsmen heed what sound the 

winds bring down 
Of footsteps on the crisping snow, from cold 

Nevada's crown I 
Full hot and fast the Saxon rides, with rein of 

travel slack, 
And, bendiug o'er his saddle, leaves the sunrise at 

his back; 
By many a lonely river, and gorge of fir and 

pine. 
On many a wintry hill-top, his nightly camp-fires 

shine. 

O countrymen and brothers I that land of lake and 

plain. 
Of salt wastes alternating with valleys fat with 

grain; 
Of mountains white with winter, looking downward, 

cold, serene. 
On their feet with spring-vines tangled and lapped 

in softest green ; 
Swift through whose black volcanic gates, o'er 

many a sunny vale. 
Wind-like the Arapahoe sweeps the bison's dusty 

traill 
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Gh«at H{)acoa yet uiitravellud, grt-at lakos vrlioso 
mystic ehores 

The Saxou rillu iieror Iicard, uor ilip of Saxon oars ; 

Great lierdit that wandvr uU iiDwatcIiod. wild Hteeds 
that none have taiuvd, 

Strange dsb in unknown streams, and binU tlie 
Saxon r"™*- nawKl ■ 

Deep mines, c t crucibles, where Na- 

ture's Ci 

Work out \iM er'a will ; all these yo 

say are < 

ForeTer ours I ill, un m th<t burden 

lies ; 

God's bulimce, watcni angels, ia hung across 

the skies. 

Shall Justice, Truth, and Frecdoui turn the poised 
and ttembliug scale ? 

Or shall the Evil triumph, and robber Wrong pre- 
vail? 

Shall the broad land o'er which our flag in starry 
splendor waves. 

Forego through us its freedom, and bear the tread 
of slaves ? 

The day is breaking in the East of which the pro- 
phets told. 

And brightens up the sky of Time the Christian 
Age of Gold ; 

Old Might to Eight is yielding, battle blade to 
clerkly pen. 

Earth's monarehs are her peoples, and her serfs 
stand up as men ; 



THE CRISIS 151 

The isles rejoice together, in a day are nations 

bom, 
And the slave walks free in Tunis, and by Stam- 

bonl's Golden Horn I 

Is this, O countrymen of mine ! a day for us to sow 
The soil of new-gained empire with slavery's seeds 

of woe? 
To feed with our fresh life-blood the Old World's 

cast-off crime, 
Dropped, like some monstrous early birth, from 

the tired lap of Time ? 
To run anew the evil race the old lost nations ran, 
And die like them of unbelief of God, and wrong 

of man? 

Grreat Heaven ! Is this our mission ? End in this 
the prayers and tears. 

The tail, the strife, the watehings of our younger, 
better years? 

Still as the Old World rolls in light, shall ours in 
shadow turn, 

A beamless Chaos, cursed of God, through outer 
darkness borne ? 

Where the far nations looked for light, a black- 
ness in the air ? 

Where for words of hope they listened, the long 
wail of despair ? 

The Crisis presses on us ; face to face with us it 
stands, 

solemn lips of question, like the Sphinx in 
Egypt's sands ! 
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This day we fashion Destiny, our weh of Fate wo 

spin ; 
This day for all hereafter obooee wo holinesB or 

Even DOW from starry Oeruuni, or Ebal's cloutly 

We call the der* '■^ i-i— -J"- or the bolts of cursing 
down! 

By all for whi i Irare their ftgony and 

shame ; 
By all the wan truth with which tho 

prophets 
By the Future Vi us ; by all tlie hopes 

whicli cost 
Their faiut and tremhling Iwama across the hlacb- 

ness of the Past ; 
And by the blessed thought of Him who for Earth's 

freedom dietl, 
O my people ! O my brothers 1 let us choose the 

righteous side. 

So shall the Northern pioneer go joyfid on his 

way; 
To we<l Penobscot's waters to San Francisco's bay -, 
To make the rugged places smooth, and sow the 

vales with grain ; 
And bear, with Liberty aud Law, the Bible in his 

train : 
The mighty West shall bless the East, and sea shall 

answer sea, 
Aud mountain unto mountain call. Praise God, for 

we are free 1 
1848. 
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LINES ON THE PORTRAIT OF A CELE- 
BRATED PUBLISHER. 

The lines following were addressed to a magazine publisher, 
who, alarmed for hia Southern circulation, not only dropped the 
name of Grace (Greenwood from hia list of contributors, but made 
an ofPensiYe parade of his action, with the view of strengthening 
his position among slayeholders and conservatiYes. By some coin- 
cidence his portrait was issued about the same time. 

A MOONY breadth of virgin face, 

By thought unviolated ; 
A patient mouth, to take from scorn 

The hook with bank-notes baited I 
Its self-complacent sleekness shows 

How thrift goes with the fawner; 
An unctuous unconcern of all 

Which nice folks call dishonor I 

A pleasant print to peddle out 

In lands of rice and cotton ; 
The model of that face in dough 

Would make the artist's fortune. 
For Fame to thee has come unsought. 

While others vainly woo her. 
In proof how mean a thing can make 

A great man of its doer. 

To whom shall men thyself compare, 

Since common models fail 'em. 
Save classic goose of ancient Home, 

Or sacred ass of Balaam ? 
The gabble of that wakeful goose 

Saved Rome from sack of Brennus ; 




Tbo bniyiug of tlio pro|ihct'* am 
Betrayeil the anp:!')* nieoace 1 

So wbun Gay Fswkes, in petticoats, 

Anil amre-tiiit«t! Iiom on. 
Was twi-itiuj; from tby love-lorn sheets 

The a" * ' cpWion — 

An ear at wooLi have toued 

The ler, 

Thy iui riUod land 

And 1 ig«tfwr* 

Just thii 

S«nt « Dervis, 

Of Quattiebui ll« air 

Perfoniiing stran^- tlrill -service I 
Doomed like Assyria's lord of old, 

Who full before the Jewess, 
Or sad Abimelech, to sigh, 

" Alas ! a woman slew us I " 

Thou saw'st heneath a fair disguise 

The danger darkly lurking, 
And maiden bodice dreaded more 

Tlian warrior's steel-wrought jerkin. 
How keen to scent the hidden plot ! 

How prompt wert thou to balk it, 
Witli patriot zeal and pedler thrift. 

For country and for pocket 1 

Thy likeness here is doubtless well. 
But higher honor 's due it ; 
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On auction-block and negro-jail 

Admiring eyes should view it. 
Or, hung aloft, it weU might grace 

The nation's senate-chamber — 
A greedy Northern bottle-fly 

Preserved in Slavery's amber ! 
1850. 

DERNE. 

The stonniiig of the city of Deme, in 1805, hy General Eaton, 
at the head of nine Americans, forty Greeks, and a motley array 
of Turks and Arabs, was one of those feats of hardihood and dar- 
ii^ which haye in all ages attracted the admiration of the multi- 
tude. The higher and holier heroism of Christian self-denial and 
sacrifice, in the humble walks of priyate duty, is seldom so well 
appreciated. 

Night on the city of the Moor ! 

On mosque and tomb, and white-walled shore, 

On sea-waves, to whose ceaseless knock 

The narrow harbor-gates unlock, 

On corsair's galley, carack tall. 

And plundered Christian caraval ! 

The sounds of Moslem life are still ; 

No mule-bell tinkles down the hill ; 

Stretched in the broad court of the khan, 

The dusty Bomou caravan 

Lies heaped in slumber, beast and man ; 

The Sheik is dreaming in his tent, 

His noisy Arab tongue o'erspent ; 

The kiosk's glimmering lights are gone. 

The merchant with his wares withdrawn ; 

Rough pillowed on some pirate breast, 

The dancing-girl has sunk to rest ; 
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And, save where meiuurcHl f(HiUU;i)» fiiU 
Along tbo Bashaw's guanled wall. 
Or whtiru, Uka somi; bad dream, tho Jew 
CTOejis stealthily hU quarter tlirough, 
Or ouuiit!) with fear hiH j^ldeii hcajMt, 
The City of the Corsair ah-eps ! 

But where yi j aud low 

Stands black jule star-glow. 

Chafed by tl aah of wares, 

There watch Christian slaves ; 

Boiigh-l>eardi le far-off n 

Wear out witi lonely lives j 

And youth, stiu rom his eye« 

The clear blue of Ne\ iglaiid skies, 
A treasured lock of whose soft bair 
Now wakes some sorrowing mother's prayer ; 
Or, worn upon some maiden breast, 
Stirs with the loving heart's unrest I 

A bitter cup each life must drain, 
The groaning earth is cursed with pain. 
And, like tlie scroll the angel bore 
The shuddering Hebrew seer before, 
O'erwrit alike, without, within, 
With all the woes wbifh follow sin ; 
But, bitterest of the ilia beneath 
Whose loa<l man totters down to death. 
Is that which plucks the regal crown 
Of Freedom from his forehead down, 
And snatches from his powerless liand 
The sceptred sign of sclf-oonimand, 
Effacing with the chain and rod 
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The image and the seal of God ; 
Till from his nature, day by day, 
The manly virtues fall away, 
And leave him naked, blind and mute. 
The godlike merging in the brute ! 

Why mourn the quiet ones who die 
Beneath affection's tender eye. 
Unto their household and their kin 
Like ripened corn-sheaves gathered in ? 
O weeper, from that tranquil sod. 
That holy harvest-home of God, 
Turn to the quick and suffering, shed 
Thy tears upon the living dead ! 
Thank God above thy dear ones' graves. 
They sleep with Him, they are not slaves. 

What dark mass, down the mountain-sides 

Swift-pouring, like a stream divides ? 

A long, loose, straggling caravan. 

Camel and horse and armed man. 

The moon's low crescent, glimmering o'er 

Its grave of waters to the shore. 

Lights up that mountain cavalcade. 

And gleams from gun and spear and blade 

Near and more near ! now o'er them falls 

The shadow of the city walls. 

Hark to the sentry's challenge, drowned 

Li the fierce trumpet's charging sound ! 

The rush of men, the musket's peal. 

The short, sharp clang of meeting steel I 

Vain, Moslem, vain thy lifeblood poured 
So freely on thy f oeman's sword I 



And herd with common brute 
Strives evermore at fearful o( 
With Nature and the jealous 
And dares the dread recoil \^ 
Or soon their right shall vine 

'T is done, the homed crescei 
The star-flag flouts the broke 
Joy to the captive husband ! 
To thy sick heart, O brown-1 
In sullen wrath the conquere 
Wide open flings your dung< 
And leaves ye free from cell 
The owners of yourselves ag: 
Dark as his allies desert-bor 
Soiled with the battlers stain 
With the long marches of h 
Through hottest wastes of n 
Scorched by the sun and fui 
Of the red desert's wind of • 
With welcome words and gi 
The victor and deliverer sta 
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Still lingers on the lips of Fame. 
Men speak the praise of him who gave 
Deliverance to the Moorman's slave, 
Yet dare to brand with shame and crime 
The heroes of our land and time, — 
The self-forgetful ones, who stake 
Home, name, and life for Freedom's sake. 
God mend his heart who cannot feel 
The impulse of a holy zeal. 
And sees not, with his sordid eyes. 
The beauty of self-sacrifice I 
Though in the sacred place he stands. 
Uplifting consecrated hands. 
Unworthy are his lips to tell 
Of Jesus' martyr-miracle, 
Or name aright that dread embrace 
Of suffering for a fallen race I 
185a 



A SABBATH SCENE. 

This poem finds its jostificatioii in the readiness witli which, 
eren in the North, cler^^ymen urged the prompt execution of the 
FngitiTe Slave Law as a Christian duty, and defended the system 
of slavery as a Bible institution. 

Scarce had the solemn Sabbath-bell 
Ceased quivering in the steeple, 

Scarce had the parson to his desk 
Walked stately through his people, 

When down the summer-shaded street 

A wasted female figure, 
With dusky brow and naked feet. 

Came rushing wild and eager. 




Slie saw tlio white spire tkroagli the trees, 
Shu huartl tho snoet hymn BWeliiog: 

O pitying Chrint ! a rofage gira 
That poor otw iu Thy dwoUing I 



I^ke a soared fawn before the Ii 
Right ■' " -'^ glided, 

While cli whip in hand, 

A lank strided. 



ToH« 
Wore luai 
Hud wotui 



itt«r cry, 
n[>i>caliag : 
in pulftuit diMul 7 
> teeUng ? 



A score of Btont hands rose between 

Tho hniitiT imil the flying : 
Age cli-ni.'hoil his staff, ami itiaidcu eyes 

Flaslicil tearful, yot defying. 



" Who diiros profane this house and day ? " 

(.'I'itil out the angry pastor. 
" AVhy, bless your sonl, the wench '» a slave, 

And I 'lu her lord and master ! 



" I 'w law and posi»el on my side. 
And who shall daro n'fn,*e me ? " 
I\>wn I'ame the |\irsou, l>owiug low, 
" My good sir. pray oicuse me I 

" Of ivursi.' I know your riijht dirine 

To ott u and work .lud whip hor ; 

Qniok, d<\i.vn, thrviw that Polyplott 

IVforo the wenoh, and trip her.'" 
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Flump dropped the holy tcHne, and oVr 

Its sacred pages stumbling, 
Boond hand and foot, a slave once more. 

The hapless wretch lay trembUng. 

I saw the parson tie the knots. 

The while his flock addressing, 
The Scriptural claims of slavery 

With text on text impressing. 

** Although,'* said he, ^ on Sabbath day 
All secular occupations 
Are deadly sins, we must fulfil 
Our moral obligations : 

*' And this commends itself as one 
To every conscience tender ; 
As Paul sent back Onesimus, 

My Christian friends, we send her ! " 

Shriek rose on shriek, — the Sabbath air 

Her wild cries tore asunder ; 
I listened, with hushed breath, to hear 

God answering with his thunder ! 

All still I the very altar's cloth 

Had smothered down her shrieking. 

And, dumb, she turned from face to face, 
For human pity seeking! 

I saw her dragged along the aisle. 

Her shackles harshly clanking ; 
I heard the i)arson, over all. 

The Lord devoutly thanking I 

TOL. ELL 11 



44 



And steal the Bible from 
To give it to the Devil 

Than garbled text or pan 
I own a statute higher 

And God is true, though 
And every man 's a lia 

Just then I felt the deaco 
In wrath my coat-tail s 

I heard the priest cry, " 1 
The lawyer mutter, " 1 

I started up, — where no 
Slave, master, priest, { 

I only heard the supper-l 
Instead of clanging stc 

But, on the open window 
O'er which the white I 

The pages of a good old 
The wind of summer li 
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And freely from the cherry-bougli 

Above the casement swinging, 
With golden bosom to the sun, 

The oriole was singing. 

As bird and flower made plain of old 

The lesson of the Teacher, 
So now I heard the written Word 

Interpreted by Nature ! 

For to my ear methought the breeze 

Bore Freedom's blessed word on ; 

Thus saith the Lord : Break every yoke, 

Undo the heavy burden I 
1850. 



IN THE EVIL DAYS. 

This and the f onr foUowing' poems have special reference to 
that darkest honr in the aggression of slavery which preceded the 
dawn of a better day, when the conscience of the people was 
roused to action. 

The evil days have come, the poor 

Are made a prey ; 
Bar up the hospitable door, 
Put out the fire-lights, point no more 

The wanderer's way. 

For Pity now is crime ; the chain 

Which binds our States 
Is melted at her hearth in twain, 
Is rusted by her tears' soft rain : 

Close up her gates. 



Our blood and name ; 
Bursting its century-bolted in 
Each gray cairn on the North 

Cries out for shame ! 

Oh for the open firmament, 

The prairie free, 
The desert hillside, cavem-re: 
The Pawnee's lodge, the Ara 

The Bushman's tree I 

Than web of Persian loom n 

Or soft divan. 
Better the rough rock, bleak 
Or hollow tree, which man i 

With suffering man, 

Ihearavoice: "Thussaiti 

Let Love be dumb ; 
Clasping her liberal hands 

Let sweet-lipped Charity w 
From hearth and hom< 



LL rr^ 
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Nor g^ve to bonds and wrong once more 
Whom God hath freed." 

Dear Lord I between that law and Thee 

No choice remains ; 
Yet not untrue to man's decree, 
Though spuming its rewards, is he 

Who bears its pains. 

Not mine Sedition's trumpet-blast 

And threatening word ; 
I read the lesson of the Past, 
That firm endurance wins at last 

More than the sword. 

O dear-eyed Faith, and Patience thou 

So calm and strong ! 
Lend strength to weakness, teach us how 
The sleepless eyes of God look through 

This night of wrong I 
185a 



MOLOCH IN STATE STREET. 

In a foot-note of tlie Report of the Senate of MaasaohnflettB on 
the case of the arrest and retom to bondage of the fugitive 
dare Thomas Sims it is stated that — 

'* It would hare been impossible for the U. S. marshal thus snC' 
oesrfnUy to hare resisted the law of the State, without the assist- 
aooe of the municipal authorities of Boston, and the countenance 
and support of a numerous, wealthy, and powerful body of cit- 
iiens. It was in eyidenoe that 1500 of the most wealthy and 
TBspeetable citizens — merchants, bankers, and others — volun- 
teered their services to aid the marshal on this occasion. ... No 
watoh was kept upon the doings of the marshal, and while the 
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For leady mart or favoring blast 

Through Moloch's fire, 
Flesh of his flesh, unsparing, passed 

The Tyrian sire. 

Ye make that ancient sacrifice 

Of Man to Gain, 
Your traffic thrives, where Freedom dies, 

Beneath the chain. 

Ye sow to-day ; your harvest, scorn 

And hate, is near ; 
How think ye freemen, mountain-bom. 

The tale will hear ? 

Thank God I our mother State can yet 

Her fame retrieve ; 
To you and to your children let 

The scandal cleave. 

Chain Hall and Pulpit, Court and Press, 

Make gods of gold ; 
Let honor, truth, and manliness 

Like wares be sold. 

Your hoards are great, your walls are strong. 

But God is just ; 
The gilded chambers built by wrong 

Invite the rust. 

What I know ye not the gains of Crime 

Are dust and dross ; 
Its ventures on the waves of time 

Foredoomed to loss I 



Thnmgfa maoy a free and gene 
Still poors its flood. 

That brave old blood, quick-flo 
Shall know no check. 

Till a free people's foot is set 
On Slavery's neck. 

Even now, the peal of bell and 

And hills aflame, 
Tell of the flrst great triomph i 

In Freedom's name.^ 

The long night dies : the weloo; 

Of dawn we see ; 
Speed up the heavens thy perfet 

God of the free I 

1851. 



OFFICIAL PIETY. 

Sajcgetted by reading a state paper, wherein 
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That the long-wished millennium draweth nigh ? 
Sin in high places has become devout, 

Tithes mint, goes painful-faced, and prays its lie 
Straight up to Heaven, and calls it piety ! 

The pirate, watching from his bloody deck 

The weltering galleon, heavy with the gold 
Of Acapulco, holding death in check 

While prayers are said, brows crossed, and beads 
are told ; 
The robber, kneeling where the wayside cross 
On dark Abruzzo tells of life's dread loss 
From his own carbine, glancing still abroad 
For some new victim, offering thanks to God I 

Rome, listening at her altars to the cry 
Of midnight Murder, while her hounds of hell 
Scour France, from baptized cannon and holy bell 
And thousand-throated priesthood, loud and high, 
Pealing Te Deums to the shuddering sky, 
" Thanks to the Lord, who giveth victory ! " 
What prove these, but that crime was ne'er so 

black 
As ghostly cheer and pious thanks to lack ? 
Satan is modest. At Heaven's door he lays 
His evil offspring, and, in Scriptural phrase 
And saintly posture, gives to God the praise 
And honor of the monstrous progeny. 
What marvel, then, in our own time to see 
His old devices, smoothly acted o'er, — 
Official piety, locking fast the door 
Of Hope against three million souls of men, — 
Brothers, God's children, Christ's redeemed, — and 
then, 
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THE RESXnnOSf. 






I iw.wiu tlio train's iilinlJ whistle call, 
I HikW an earnest look beseech, 
And mtlicr by that look than speech 

My neighbor told me all. 

And, ntt I thought of Liberty 

Marobi-d liandciiffiid down that sworded street, 

'riio 8<did uarth beneath my feet 
l{vulu<l fluid UH tho sea. 

1 iv\t a sense of hitter loss, — 

Siitiinu, tearless grief, and stifling wrath, 

Anit luiithiug fear, as if my path 
A MorjHjnt strt^tehctl across. 

All love of homo, all pride of place. 
All gt'iiunins confidenoc and trust, 
Sinik smothering in that deep disgust 

.\nd angtiisli of disgrace. 
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Down on my native hills of June, 
And home's green quiet, hiding all, 
Fell sudden darkness like the fall 

Of midnight upon noon I 

And Law, an unloosed maniac, strong, 

Blood-drunken, through the blackness trod. 
Hoarse-shouting in the ear of God 

The blasphemy of wrong. 

'* O Mother, from thy memories proud, 
Thy old renown, dear Commonwealth, 
Lend this dead air a breeze of health. 
And smite with stars this cloud. 

" Mother of Freedom, wise and brave. 
Rise awful in thy strength," I said ; 
Ah me ! I spake but to the dead ; 
I stood upon her grave I 
Mmo., 1854. 



ARISEN AT LAST. 

On ihe passage of the bill to protect the rights and liberties of 
the people of the State against the Fng^tiTe Slaye Act. 

I SAID I stood upon thy grave. 
My Mother State, when last the moon 
Of blossoms clomb the skies of June. 

And, scattering ashes on my head, 
I wore, undreaming of relief, 
The sackcloth of thy shame and grief. 




IIu fir-it low L'ja] -Lall d-jvnward draw 
'Hift tLm»<i';r of thy rigbteoas law. 

N'>t inimiless of thy traiie and gain, 
liut, ai.-tJDg oil tli<; wiser plan, 
'IJiou 'rt grown cooaervative of man. 

Ho Hhalt thon clotlic with life the hope, 
I)ri:aiii-]i:iinU;cl on the HJghtless eyes 
Of him wlio sang of Paradise, — 



Tim viHion of a Chriittian man, 
III vii'tiio, OH in Hlature great 
lOiiihiidicrt ill II CliriHtinii State. 
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And thou, amidst thy sisterhood 
Forbearing long, yet standing fast, 
Shalt ¥rin their grateful thanks at last ; 

When North and South shall strive no more, 
And all their feuds and fears be lost 
In Freedom's holy Pentecost 
M MO., 1855. 



THE HASCfflSH. 

Of all that Orient lands can vaunt 
Of marvels with our own competing, 

The strangest is the Haschish plant. 
And what will follow on its eating. 

What pictures to the taster rise, 
Of Dervish or of Almeh dances ! 

Of Eblis, or of Paradise, 

Set all aglow with Houri glances ! 

The poppy visions of Cathay, 

The heavy beer-trance of the Suabian ; 
The wizard lights and demon play 

Of nights Walpurgis and Arabian 1 

The Mollah and the Christian dog 
Change place in mad metempsychosis ; 

The Muezzin climbs the synagogue, 
The Rabbi shakes his beard at Moses I 




HoAmmn 

Batm 

TlwHaM 

Ur tuoU ut 



Til'! i>r(rair)ii;r catN, anil straight appears 
Ilin Itil'Ii; ill a. tii^w traii.sktiou ; 

ILh riii(^"-lH Jic'tfrii oviirHt'crH, 

Anil Heaven JtHtlf a Hntig plantation ! 

Tlw man of ]ica<!e, alioiit wliose dreania 
Th« Mwi;ct milk'iiniul angeU cluster, 

'I'iihIch llm mini weed, anil )>I'it!j and schemes, 
A riivinjj <'iibuit filibuster I 

'I'liK niiiHii'xl IVnxH'i'at, witli ease, 
It liiiiM ti> Slavery's paiUli beadle ; 

TIk' Hlii-owdi'Ht Ktiilesniaii eaU and aces 
l>iie MiHitlittanl point the jMilar needle. 



'rill' .tuili;o piulakiM. and sits ertdong 
I'lHUi lus U'lioli a iiiiliiij; blaekgiianl ; 



FOm ^GSYT^OrS^ESF ifiHt l*r 



1 1 1 • » < I ,^t ■ 



The hcn p e a Hmvim^r. cc isit £juc 
Is yu f ngleife ID anr Wtsaesx C 



FOR EIGHrDCir?yiS> SJLKi: 



The ige is dull iz>d eksszi. Me:^ cre^rTv. 

Not walk ; vixii blcK«i if>:« jftkr Uji ^3 

To pay the debt ihej o-^*: :o jiame : 
Boy cheap. seO dear : eat. drmk, aai ^k<•p 

DowD-pilloved. deaf to iz>-?az:ing vai^i ; 
Pay tithes for soal-insarancie : keep 

Six davs to Mammoiu oce to Cant. 

In snch a time« give thanks to God« 
That somevhat of the holy rage 
With which the prophets in their age 

On all its decent seemings trod^ 
Has set your feet upon the lie« 

That man and ox and sool and clod 
Are market stock to sell and buy ! 

The hot words from your lips, my own, 
To caution trained, might not repeat ; 
But if some tares among the wheat 



The robber otters aims, tu 
Drinks Tokay and bias 

Such scenes that Eastern 
But we have one ordaii 

The Haschish of the Wes 
Or fools or knaves of a 

The preacher eats, and st 
His Bible in a new tra 

Its angels negro overseers 
And Heaven itself a si 

The man of peace, about 
The sweet millennial i 

Tastes the mad weed, ai 
A raving Cuban filibi 

The noisiest Democrat, 
It turns to Slavery's 

The shrewdest statesma 
Due southward point 
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Decides off-hand that right is wrong, 

And reads the ten commandments backward. 

O potent plant I so rare a taste 
Has never Turk or Gentoo gotten ; 

The hempen Haschish of the East 
Is powerless to our Western Cotton 1 
1854. 



FOR RIGHTEOUSNESS' SAKE. 

Inscribed to friends under arrest for treason against the slave 
power. 

The age is dull and mean. Men creep, 
Not walk ; with blood too pale and tame 
To pay the debt they owe to shame ; 

Buy cheap, sell dear ; eat, drink, and sleep 
Down-pillowed, deaf to moaning want ; 

Pay tithes for soul-insurance ; keep 
Six days to Mammon, one to Cant 

In such a time, give thanks to God, 

That somewhat of the holy rage 

With which the prophets in their age 
On all its decent secmings trod. 

Has set your feet upon the lie. 
That man and ox and soul and clod 

Are market stock to sell and buy I 

The hot words from your lips, my own. 
To caution trained, might not repeat ; 
But if some tares among the wheat 





ITO ASTI-SLAVERY POKUS 

Of gfenerooa thonght and deed wvrn Mnrn, 

Mo comuioD wrong pro^-okod your semi ; 
The ftilkcn gnuntlcl tbat \* thrown 

In ftui-h a qoarrel rings like steeL 

The brarc old strife the faUiers mw 

For Frw^o; " ' en again 

Ijike tlioM ' lot in vain 

For EnglandV frvd's law ; 

And right i trial jiuit 

Wagi> in your inoient war 

With venal erjured tnufe. 

God'h ways seem , Koon or LktOf 

Thfy touch tlie sluu lills of day ; 

The evil cannot brook delay. 
The good can well afford to wait. 

Give enuined knaves their hour of crime 
Ye have the future grand and great. 

The safe appeal of Truth to Time ! 
1855. 



THE KANSAS EMIGRANTS. 

This poem and tlie three folloving were called out by tha 
poiiular niuvvmetit of Free Slate men U> occupy the lerritory of 
Kansaa, and by the use of the (treat detnoeratic weapon — an over- 
powering majority — Ui settle the conflict on that ground betweeo 
Freedom and Slaver;. The opponents of (he movement naed 
another kind of weapon. 

We cross the prairie as of old 

The pilgrims crossed the sea. 
To make the West, as they the East, 

The homestead of tbo free I 



TJke Kansas Emigrants 




;;i^ 
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We go to rear a wall of men 

On Freedom's southern line, 
And plant beside the cotton-tree 

The rugged Northern pine I 

We 're flowing from our native hills 

As our free rivers flow ; 
The blessing of our Mother-land 

Is on us as we go. 

We go to plant her common schools, 

On distant prairie swells, 
And give the Sabbaths of the wild 

The music of her bells. 

Upbearing, like the Ark of old, 

The Bible in our van. 
We go to test the truth of God 

Against the fraud of man. 

No pause, nor rest, save where the streams 

That feed the Kansas run. 
Save where our Pilgrim gonfalon 

Shall flout the setting sun ! 

We '11 tread the prairie as of old 

Our fathers sailed the sea. 

And make the West, as they the East, 

The homestead of the free ! 
1854. 

TOL. XU. 13 



ANTfSlAVERT fiOSMS 



TBOK A MtEMOMABT OF TBI URTIIOniST KVttCOrAh 
CHOBCH SODTB, IN KJLNBJUl, TO A DIMTIHiiVIHIIKn 
POLITICIAS. 

Al UimOH. Auguu, litM. 

Last week bo praiMtd for all Hia < 

merot 
To His unwt — I arnved 

Safe at the ! iwtport ; where 

I tarried over in forniing 

A Vigilance C Hend back, 

In shirts of tar, lu --doiibletA qnilted 

With fortj- stripes save , all Yankee comers, 
Unoirciimcisod and Gentile, aliens from 
The Commonwealth of Israel, who despise 
The prize of the high calling of the saints, 
W)io plant amidst this hcatlien wilderness 
Pure gospel institutions, sanctified 
By patriarchal use. The meeting opened 
With prayer, as was most fitting. Half an hour, 
Or thereaway, I groaned, and sti-ove, and wrestled, 
As Jacoh did at Penuel, till the power 
Fell on the people, and thoy cried ' A men ! ' 
"Glory to Uod!" and stamped and clapped tbeir 

hands ; 
And the rough river boatmen wi|)ed their eyes ; 
" Go it, old boss ! " they cried, and cursed the nig. 

gers — 
Fulfilling thus the won! of prophecy, 
"Cursed be Can nan." After prayer, the meeting 
Chose a committee — good and pious men — 
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A Presbjrterian Elder, Baptist deacon, 

A local preacher, three or four class-leaders, 

Anxious inquirers, and renewed backsliders, 

A score in all — to watch the river ferry, 

(As they of old did watch the fords of Jordan,) 

And cut off all whose Yankee tongues refuse 

The Shibboleth of the Nebraska bill. 

And then, in answer to repeated calls, 

I gave a brief account of what I saw 

In Washington ; and truly many hearts 

Rejoiced to know the President, and you 

And all the Cabinet regularly hear 

The gospel message of a Sunday morning. 

Drinking with thirsty souls of the sincere 

Milk of the Word. Glory ! Amen, and Selah ! 

Here, at the Mission, all things have gone well : 
The brother who, throughout my absence, acted 
As overseer, assures me that the crops 
Never were better. I have lost one negro, 
A first-rate hand, but obstinate and sullen. 
He ran away some time last spring, and hid 
In the river timber. There my Indian converts 
Found him, and treed and shot him. For the rest. 
The heathens round about begin to feel 
The influence of our pious ministrations 
And works of love ; and some of them already 
Have purchased negroes, and are settling down 
As sober Christians I Bless the Lord for this ! 
I know it will rejoice you. You, I hear. 
Are on the eve of visiting Chicago, 
To fight with the wild beasts of Ephesus, 
Long John, and Dutch Free-Soilera. May your 
arm 




IWrfan 
Or« 

IW, 
Tk. 

Tfrxwnn till; 'Irv prnim-s. ll'i>-- h-tm man U not. 
OI-. f..i it .|iji. t U rtlj at W:i-l.iii-ton, 
Hi.tJK i.;ival <),;,|,l;.i(„v, -r .l.^rk-liip, where 
ri,i-«- ..UM..IH ..f fn..-'l:J...i- :111a fret soil 
MikJiI, (i.-vr-r iii.-t iixr iii.ii.-. ISittt^r to be 
riooi l<.'r'],i'i- ill ilii' \\\,\i,- House, thaii to dwell 
Aitii>l"t. llii'Hi- Viiiikoii Icnit, llint, wliiteniiig, show 
(}i> Ihi' i^ii-vu ynmii- VtUi'. 11 lli-ut bcenlincd. 
Mi'lliiiiUr, I li.'iu- II vui.'t- i-oiiie up the river 
l''r<>in lliiiH.' r^r ImyoiiH, \\]wvi-. the nlli<;ators 

M il. Knuril iinniiKl lli.> I'uiiipiii;,^ fililiiistiTS : 

" Slmkii nir III.' ,lusi .if KiuisiiH. Tiiiii to Cuba — 
ri'1>'>i iiMfu oi'iiiiiri- JHsttiboiit ti> full, 
OVi-Hi..'. int.. 11..' lVm..,'.-uli.'lap:'l 
Ki'i'l' y:wi' will. r.i<\ iil.Mii'.-, o.', US M-t> sav, 
M,...ilV.I .Uli..v. l!,. f>..th,.n.) foll.»v" 
I'lu' .n. ^>;.i;v ,\|" ,'w pisivl, tliitlior lH>mo 
I'l'...! till' i^v'ii.l ..f V^iitiiuin's iHwliv-kiufo, 
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And the persuasive lips of Colt's revolvers. 
There may'st thou, underneath thy vine and fig- 
tree, 
Watch thy increase of sugar cane and negroes, 
Calm as a patriarch in his eastern tent! " 
Amen : So mote it be. So prays your friend. 



BURIAL OF BARBER. 

Thomas Barber was shot December 6, 1855, near Lawrence^ 

Bear him, comrades, to his grave ; 
Never over one more brave 

Shall the prairie grasses weep, 
In the ages yet to come, 
When the millions in our room. 

What we sow in tears, shall reap. 

Bear him up the icy hill. 
With the Kansas, frozen still 

As his noble heart, below. 
And the land he came to till 
With a freeman's thews and will. 

And his poor hut roofed with snow ! 

One more look of that dead face. 
Of his murder's ghastly trace ! 

One more kiss, O widowed one ! 
Lay your left hands on his brow. 
Lift your right hands up, and vow 

That his work shall yet be done. 
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W« 


in suffering, 1 


^s 



Wait the jiist award of time, 
Wait tlie vengeance that is due ; 

Not ill vaio a heait shall break, 

Not a tear for Freedom's sake 
Fall unheeded : God is true. 

While the flag with stars bedecked 
Threatens where it should jirotcct, 

Aod the Law shakes hands with Crime, 
^Vhat is left us but to wait, 
Mat(;h our patience to our fafe. 

And abide the better time ? 

Patience, friends ! The human heart 
Everywhere shall take our part, 
Everywhere for ns shall pray ; 
On our side arc natures laws. 
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And God's life is in the cause 
That we suffer for to-day. 

Well to suffer is divine ; 

Pass the watchword down the line, 

Pass the countersign : *^ Endure." 
Not to him who rashly dares, 
But to him who nobly bears, 

Is the victor's garland sure. 

Frozen earth to frozen breast, 
Lay our slain one down to rest ; 

Lay him down in hope and faith, 
And above the broken sod. 
Once again, to Freedom's God, 

Pledge ourselves for life or death. 

That the State whose walls we lay, 
In our blood and tears, to-day. 

Shall be free from bonds of shauie, 
And our goodly land untrod 
By the feet of Slavery, shod 

With cursing as with flame I 

Plant the Buckeye on his grave, 

For the himter of the slave 

In its shadow cannot rest ; 

And let martyr mound and tree 

Be our pledge and guaranty 

Of the freedom of the West 1 
I860. 




TLf crying wf thy 
la in tiiv tars to-dav 



And unto ttee in Freedom's boor 
Of soTvst need God gives the power 

To ruin or to save : 
Tu wound or heal, to blight or bless 
With fertile fieUi or wilderness, 

A free borne or a grave '. 

Then let thy virtue match the crime, 
nine to a level with the time ; 

And, if a son of thine 
IJctray or tempt thee, Brutus-like 
For Fatherland and Freedom strike 

Ah Justice gives the sign. 

AVake, sleejwr, from thy dream of ease, 
Tlie great occasion's forelock seize ; 
And let tlie north-wind strong, 



LE MARAIS DU CYGNE 

And golden leaves of antumn, be 
Thy coronal of Victory 
And thy triumphal song. 



LE MARAIS DU CYGNE. 

a <if oiurmed and unoffeniliiig men, In Sonthern 
Kanus, in Ma;, 1858, took place Dear Ui« Manus da Cfgne of 
tlie French eosagtvn. 

A BLD8H as of roses 

Where rose never grew I 
Great drops on the bunch-grass, 

But not of the dew ! 
A taint in the sweet air 

For wild bees to shun I 
A stain that sliaU never 

Bleach out in the sun I 

Back, steed of the prairies t 

Sweet song-bird, fly back ! 
Wheel hither, bald vulture! 

Gray wolf, call thy pack I 
The foul human vultures 

Have feasted and fled ; 
The wolves of the Border 

Have crept from the dead. 

From the hearths of their cabins. 

The fields of their corn. 
Unwarned and unweaponed, 

The victims were torn, — 
By the whirlwind of murder 



Swooped up and swept on 
To the low, rvcdy fen-lunds, 
The Mar«h uf tlto Sniin. 




With a vaiu plea for mercy 

No stout knee was crooked ; 
In the ' " ' I riflos 

Kijc' looked. 

Htm sunshine^ 

lie! 

Ob dv oiig lifv, 

On jraen! 

In the hou r rearing, 

Yet warm ^ eir liveit. 

Ye wait tlie dead only, 

Poor children ami wives ! 
Put out the red forge-fire. 

The smith shall not eouic ; 
Unyoke the brown oxen. 

The 2>louglnniin lies <linnb. 

AV'ind slow from the Swan's Marsh, 

O dreary death-train, 
With pressed lips as bloodless 

As lips of the slain ! 
Kiss down the young eyelids, 

Smooth down the gi'ay hairs ; 
Let tears quench the cui-ses 

That burn tbi-ougb your prayers. 

Strong man of the prairies, 
Mouru bitter and wild I 



1858. 
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Wail, desolate woman I 

Weep, fatherless child ! 
But the grain of God springs up 

From ashes beneath, 
And the crown of his harvest 

Is life out of death. 

Not in vain on the dial 

The shade moves along, 
To point the great contrasts 

Of right and of wrong: 
Free homes and free altars, 

Free prairie and flood, — 
The reeds of the Swan's Marsh, 

Whose bloom is of blood ! 

On the lintels of Kansas 

That blood shall not dry ; 
Henceforth the Bad Angel 

Shall harmless go by ; 
Henceforth to the sunset, 

Unchecked on her way. 
Shall Liberty follow 

The march of the day. 



THE PASS OF THE SIERRA. 

All night above their rocky bed 
They saw the stars march slow ; 

The wild Sierra overhead, 
The desert's death below. 



B AyTI-SLAVERY POF.MS 

The ludiaa from bu lodge of bark, 
Thu gray bexr from bin den, 

Beyond their aunp-firw'i* "full "f dark, 
Glareit od tbo Diountain m«D. 

Still upward tnmod, witk attxioiw stmui, 

The! lesB eye, 

Wber B laouDtain uhain 

Sto< < the ak)-. 

Tbe n : at liu>t, a glow, 

A I fire. 

Shot u ilia of anow, 

And tipj r spire. 

" Up, nion ! " he cried, " yon rocky cone, 
To-<lay, plea.se God, we 11 pass, 
And look from Winter's frozen throne 
On Suiuiiicr's flowers and grass ! " 

They set their faces to the blast. 

They trod the eternal anow, 
And faint, worn, bleeding, hailed at last 

The promised land below. 

Behind, they saw the snow-cloud tossed 

By many an icy born ; 
Before, warm valleys, wood-embosaed. 

And green with vines and corn. 

They left the Winter at their backs 

To flap his baffled wing, 
And downward, with the cataracts. 

Leaped to tbe lap of Spring. 
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StroDg leader of that mountain band, 

Another task remains, 
To break from Slavery's desert land 

A path to Freedom's plains. 

The winds are wild, the way is drear, 
Yet, flashing through the night, 

Lo ! icy ridge and rocky spear 
Blaze out in morning light ! 

Rise up, Fremont I and go before ; 

The Hour must have its Man ; 
Put on the hunting-shirt once more. 

And lead in Freedom's van I 

Sih mo., 1860. 



A SONG FOR THE TIME. 

Written in the summer of 1856, during the political camp^gn 
of the Free Soil party under the candidacy of John C. Fremont. 

Up, laggards of Freedom ! — our free flag is cast 
To the blaze of the sun and the wings of the blast ; 
Will ye turn from a struggle so bravely begun. 
From a foe that is breaking, a field that 's half won ? 

Whoso loves not his kind, and who fears not the 
Lord, 

Let him join that foe's service, accursed and ab- 
horred! 

Let him do his base will, as the slave only can, — 

Let him put on the bloodhound, and put off the 
Manl 



!•• AXTJSIA TEMY fiOXUS 

Let Ida CO vWr tW ad« Uaod Ifat flnif* a kb 



Wbet« tk UMfc ibf* iUI b^ iBUftb«iaB,te 



Tlte Whito SUi« bwle hv. adf -fattand ud wU ! 

Batre.wliort rU bestiag and warn, 

Bue, from U mb'k, lOu vmTM in ■ 

■toni. 

Come, Utrang , wr m Libu^'a ttame, 

I^ke wumU f mtUM, liko prairies 

aflanel 

Our foe, biddeo long nAmdi of aigfc^ 

Now, foro<-<l ffm hi* covert, "t.-in.l* Maok in the 

li^lht. 
Oh, the eniol to Man, and the liateful U> God, 
Sntite him ilowa to the earth, that is cursed where 

he trod ! 

For deeper tlian thunder of summer's loud shower. 
On the dome of the sky God is striking the hour! 
Shall we falter hefore what we've prayed for so 

long. 
When the ^\'rong is so weak, and the Might is so 

strong ? 

('ome forth all together ! come old and come young. 
Freedom's vote in each lian<I, and lier song on each 

tongne ; 
Triitli naked is stronger than Fal9ehoo<l in mail ; 
The Wrong cannot prosper, the Kight cannot fail I 
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Like leaves of the summer once numbered the foe, 
But the hoar-frost is falling, the northern winds 

blow; 
Like leaves of November erelong shall they fall, 
For earth wearies of them, and God 's over all I 



WHAT OF THE DAY ? 

Written daring the stirring weeks when the great politioal bat- 
tle for Freedom under Fremont* s leadership was permitting strong 
hope of sncoesSi — a hope overshadowed and solemnized by a 
sense of the magnitude of the barbaric evil, and a forecast of the 
anscmpulons and desperate use of all its powers in the last and 
decisive struggle. 

A SOUND of tumult troubles all the air. 
Like the low thunders of a sultry sky 

Far-rolling ere the downright lightnings glare ; 
The hills blaze red with warnings ; foes draw nigh. 
Treading the dark with challenge and reply. 

Behold the burden of the prophet's vision ; 

The gathering hosts, — the Valley of Decision, 
Dusk with the wings of eagles wheeling o'er. 

Day of the Lord, of darkness and not light I 
It breaks in thunder and the whirlwind's roar ! 

Even so. Father 1 Let Thy will be done ; 

Turn and o'ertum, end what Thou hast begun 

In judgment or in mercy : as for me. 

If but the least and frailest, let me be 

Evermore numbered with the truly free 

Who find Thy service perfect liberty ! 

I fain would thank Thee that my mortal life 
Has reached the hour (albeit through care and 
pain) 




Beneath tbj skies. November'. 

TLy hiiies of cloud and rain, 
Around our blazing camp-fires 
A\ e close oar ranks again. 
Then sound ^ain the bugles. 
Call tlie muster-roll anew ; 
If months have well-nigb won the field, 
What may not four years do ? 

For God be praised ! New England 
Takes once more her ancient place ; 

Again tlie Pilgrim's banner 

LoitdH the vanguard of the race. 
Then sound again the bugles, etc. 
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Along the lordly Hadson, 

A about of triumph breaks ; 
Tbe Empire State is speaking. 

From tbe ocean to tbe lakes. 

Tben sound again tbe bugles, etc. 

Tbe Nortbem bills are blazing, 

Tbe Nortbem skies are brigbt ; 
And tbe £air young West is turning 

Her forehead to the light I 

Then sound again tbe bugles, etc 

Push every outpost nearer, 

Press bard the hostile towers ! 
Another Balaklava, 

And tbe Malakoff is ours! 
Then sound again tbe bugles. 
Call tbe muster-roll anew ; 
If months have well-nigh won the field. 
What may not four years do ? 

THE PANORAMA. 

" A I fredome is a nobiU tlung ! 
Fredome mayse man to haif liking. 
Fredome all solace to man griiBs ; 
He lerys at ese that frely levys I 
A nobil hart may haif oane ese 
Ka ellys nocht that may him plese 
Qyff Fredome failythe.*' 

Archdeacon Babboub. 

Thbouqh the long ball tbe shuttered windows 
shed 
A dubious light on every upturned head ; 

iroL. m* IS 




Ob k-ki like thme of AImIm Am tm, 

Oi lbs fa«U apn liap^l wttfa wBtaOf itb. 

Omhtaak wSStr 

OaUwpOeS 

Tk bwra^TfUM ol tbtt boU page ; 

HaU ud. bdf anofol, Erti'ig U> tba farmt 

Of nwtlcH I atietit fcuA, 

And lli« ftli c gcDcnl din, 

»BoUttpjr< ittlwahDw bepnt** I 

At leDgtb the windi tbmt bnolc 

Into grcvn « '« gnasy lake. 

Deepened ai ac dt^ar and load, 

Andt aa the weair ■ aaaiaer iJond, M 

The curtain rD«% diacin wide and far f 

A green laml 9tr*.'ti'hing to the evening star, 
Fair rivers, skirtf-il hy primeval treea 
And flowers huiiiiiied over by the desert bees, 
Marked by tall bluSs whose slopes of greenness 

show 
Fantastic; outt-rops of the rock below ; 
The slow result of patient Nature's pains, 
And plastic Kngering of her sun and rains ; 
Arcb, tower, and gate, grotesquely windowed 

hall. 
And long escar2>nient of half -crumbled wall, 
Huger than those which, from steep hills of vine, 
Stare through their looplioles on the travelled 

Rhine ; 
Suggesting vaguely to the gazer's mind 
A fancy, idle as the prairie wind, 
Of the land's dwellers in an age ungiiessed ; 
The unsung Jotuns of the mystic West. 
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Beyond, the prairie^s sea-like swells surpass 
The Tartar*s marvels of his Land of Grass, 
Vast as the sky against whose sunset shores 
Wave after wave the billowy greenness pours ; 
And, onward still, like islands in that main 
Loom the rough peaks of many a mountain chain. 
Whence east and west a thousand waters run 
From winter lingering under summer*s sun. 
And, still beyond, long lines of foam and sand 
Tell where Pacific rolls his waves a-laud. 
From many a wide-lapped port and laud-locked bay. 
Opening with thunderous pomp the world's high- 
way 
To Indian isles of spice, and marts of far Cathay. 

^^ Such," said the Showman, as the curtain fell, 
" Is the new Canaan of our Israel ; 
The land of promise to the swarming North, 
Which, hive-like, sends its annual surplus forth, 
To the poor Southron on his worn-out soil. 
Scathed by the curses of unnatural toil ; 
To Europe's exiles seeking home and rest. 
And the lank nomads of the wandering West, 
Who, asking neither, in their love of change 
And the free bison's amplitude of range. 
Rear the log-hut, for present shelter meant, 
Not future comfort, like an Arab's tent." 

Then spake a shrewd on-looker, *^ Sir," said he, 
^' I like your picture, but I fain would see 
A sketch of what your promised land will be 
When, with electric nerve, and fiery-brained, 
With Nature's forces to its chariot chained, 
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TIm future (fnM^og, bjr Um pMl obqrad, 
Th« twentieth ambuj romd* ■ new deadci" 

Then Mtd tbtSbswaaa, HiQjr : "lie wfaogriere* 
OvM- the iintHerilig of tbe nXtjYt Imtm 
UnwiwJjr BMmns. Soffioe it, that w« know 
Whiu ihmnU id id the ned we mtw : 

Tbit |»mwot I BoaU whwaiB 

W« i-jMt tbu u MM Bad atn. 

A puiiiful w» naing boor. 

It* lust of gok r place aitd power ; 

It* LuJc <if mai , nvweocv, truth, 

Wiact-tliou^U merons-liearted youth ; 

Nor yat uniDiutitai \n bctlei- sign. 

The l(iw, fur liKht*. whieh on th'liorizoii shine, 
liiUir tlii)M»i wliii'U Hoiiiotitiie» tremble on tlie rim 
or oIi.iiiIcmI ski<-M wlivii <l:iy ix closing dim, 
I'liinliiiif; aUiwui-t tliL' inu'ple K)>ears of rain 
'I'liii liiJ|«: uf KnnHhine on tlio hills again : 
1 iici'il no )iiii]iIiet'H word, nor shapes that paas 
Lik« cliuidiiig .nliadows oVr a magic glass ; 
Kiir iiiiw, an cvur. paMsionless and cold, 
]>.>th the dread nngcl of the future hold 
Kvil and gin)d before ns, with no voice 
( )r warning look to guide os in our choice ; 
Willi njiei'triil liandsonti-eiu'hing tlirongh the gloom 
The Mliaddwy ci>ntni.stH of the coming doom. 
Transferii'd from these, it now remains to give 
'I'lio Hun and sliade of Fate's alternative." 

Then, willi a burst of ninsio, touching all 
Tlie hoys of thrifty life, — tlie mill-str«am"s fall. 
The engino's juuit along its qnivering rail*, 
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The anvil's ring, the measured beat of flails, 
The sweep of scythes, the reaper's whistled tune, 
Answering the summons of the bells of noon, 
The woodman's hail along the river shores, 
The steamboat's signal, and the dip of oars : 
Slowly the curtain rose from off a land 
Fair as God's garden. Broad on either hand 
The golden wheat-fields glimmered in the sun, 
And the tall maize its yellow tassels spun. 
Smooth highways set with hedge-rows living green. 
With steepled towns through shaded vistas seen, 
The school-house murmuring with its hive-like 

swarm. 
The brook-bank whitening in the grist-mill's storm. 
The painted farm-house shining thi*ough the leaves 
Of fruited orchards bending at its eaves. 
Where live again, around the Western hearth, 
The homely old-time virtues of the North ; 
Where the blithe housewife rises with the day. 
And well-paid labor counts his task a play. 
And, grateful tokens of a Bible free. 
And the free Gospel of Humanity, 
Of diverse sects and differing names the shrines. 
One in their faith, whate'er their outward signs. 
Like varying strophes of the same sweet hymn 
From many a prairie's swell and river's brim, 
A thousand church-spires sanctify the air 
Of the calm Sabbath, with their sign of prayer. 

Like sudden nightfall over bloom and green 
The curtain dropped : and, momently, between 
The clank of fetter and the crack of thong, 
Half sob, half laughter, music swept along ; 
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A ilntmi rdnia. wboM idk words aad Inr, 
Likft antnken moanni, Inft dw liaw of 
A* if tbe raTellen al a wmrngmawiU 
He»i) in tiw Hwlaao faaenl natdiM playad. 
Sw^ Bmie, dMluBg aD Ui anilw witli team, 
The tlamgfatfol Toj»gir no PoBebaitrmhi bean. 
Where, throDgl luak of wooded AocM 

Tbe i>e^ro boai o Ui oata, 

Witk a will! p I o( hii -wnof 

B«k-cin» the ji udoa Mmg. 

" Loiik," aaid k, ■temlf, ■« be 

Uu curtain npi b revene bcbo 



A Tilk^ straggltb m diaan^f 

Of Tiller iii;wties3, prcD e decay; 
A tavern, crazy with its whiskey brawb, 
With " Slaves iil Auction.' " garDishing its walls 
WitlnHit, surroundod by a motley crowd. 
Till! HhrcwJ-cyed salesman, garrulous and loud, 
A Miuire iir colonel in Iiin pride of place. 
Known at fri;c fii^lits, the caucus, and the race. 
Prompt tJi jiniclaini his honor without blot, 
And silence doul>ters with a ten-pace shot. 
Mingling the nogi-o-<hiving bully's rant 
With pious phrase and democratic cant. 
Yet never scrujding, with a filthy jest, 
To sell the infant from its mother's breast, 
Itrcak thi-ough all tics of weiUock. home, and kin, 
Yield shrinking girlhood up to graybeard Biu ; 
Soil all the virtues with his human stock, 
The ChvlHlian graces on his auction -block, 
And ccMilly count on shrowdcst bargains driven 
In hearts regenerate, and in souls forgiven! 



iabocM 
roUad V 

id I" ■ 
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Look onoe again ! The moving canvas shows 
A slave plantation's slovenly repose. 
Where, in rode cabins rotting midst their weeds, 
The hnman chattel eats, and sleeps, and breeds ; 
And, held a bmte, in practice, as in law, 
Becomes in fact the thing he 's taken for. 
There, early summoned to the hemp and com, 
The nursing mother leaves her child new-born ; 
There haggard sickness, weak and deathly faint. 
Crawls to his task, and fears to make complaint ; 
And sad-eyed Rachels, childless in decay. 
Weep for their lost ones sold and torn away ! 
Of ampler size the master's dwelling stands, 
In shabby keeping with his half-tilled lands ; 
The gates unhinged, the yard with weeds unclean. 
The cracked veranda with a tipsy lean. 
Without, loose-scattered like a wreck adrift. 
Signs of misrule and tokens of imthrift ; 
Within, profusion to discomfort joined, 
The listless body and the vacant mind ; 
The fear, the hate, the theft and falsehood, born 
In menial hearts of toil, and stripes, and scorn ! 
There, all the vices, which, like birds obscene. 
Batten on slavery loathsome and unclean, 
From the foul kitchen to the parlor rise. 
Pollute the nursery where the child-heir lies, 
Taint infant lips beyond all after cure. 
With the fell iK)ison of a breast impure ; 
Touch boyhood's passions with the breath of flame, 
From girlhood's instincts steal the blush of shame. 
So swells, from low to high, from weak to strong, 
The tragic chorus of the baleful wrong ; 
Guilty or guiltless, all within its range 
Feel the blind justice of its sure revenge. 
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Still smnM like UwM the rooTing chart MtmLl 
Up tbfe long w««tcni uteppM the Uigfating stub t 
Down tlu: iVilii! slope tfaa aril ¥»i» 
OlidM like a iibwlow to the Golden Gate : 
From itea to loa the drear eclipse ts thr»wn. 
From aea to >ca ibf- Mavvmae* Terrr* have grown, 
A bolt ol cuiaef rt'orkl's zone I 

The onrtun s frevr liruntli. 

At men arc wt ntoumfnl ileath 

Ii oov6n;(l from The Showman stood 

With drooping *'* attitude 

One moment, th n gesture shook 

His loose linir baoK, the air and look 

Of one who felt, beyor, arrow ut^p^e 

And linl(Uiiii;j pioiip, the proHcncc of tlio age, 
And lu'anl tlie foot^t>'|M of the tilings to be, 
I'ourud tint liia soul in earnest words and free. 



" friends!" he ssiid, "in this poor trick of 
piiiiit 
You see tlie soniblaneo, incom]>letc and faint. 
Of tlie two-froiitctl Future, wliich, t<wfay, 
Stands dim and silent, waiting; in your way. 
TiMlay, your stn-vaut. subjeet to your will; 
'I\)-uii>rn>w. nijister, or for g(vxl or ill. 
If the <Iink fueo of Slavery on you turns, 
If tbe mail eiirse its j>aiH>r barrier spurns. 
If tlu> wiu'ld jn'auary of the M'est is made 
Th.' last foul market of the slaver's trade, 
Wliy rjiil at fato? Tho mischief is your own. 
AVby linte your neighbor? Blame yourselves 
alone 1 
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" Men of the North I The South you charge 
with wrong 
Is weak and poor, while you are rich and strong. 
If questions, — idle and absurd as those 
The old-time monks and Paduan doctors chose, — 
Mere ghosts of questions, tariffs, and dead banks, 
And scarecrow pontiffs, never broke your ranks, 
Your thews united could, at once, roll back 
The jostled nation to its primal track. 
Nay, were you simply steadfast, manly, just, 
True to the faith your fathers left in trust, 
If stainless honor outweighed in your scale 
A codfish quintal or a factory bale. 
Full many a noble heart, (and such remain 
In all the South, like Lot in Siddim's plain. 
Who watch and wait, and from the wrong's control 
Keep white and pure their chastity of soul,) 
Now sick to loathing of your weak complaints. 
Your tricks as sinners, and your prayers as saints, 
Would half-way meet the frankness of your tone, 
And feel their pulses beating with your own. 

" The North ! the South ! no geographic line 
Can fix the boundary or the point define. 
Since each with each so closely interblends, 
Where Slavery rises, and where Freedom ends. 
Beneath your rocks the roots, far-reaching, hide 
Of the fell Upas on the Southern side ; 
The tree whose branches in your northwinds wave 
Dropped its young blossoms on Mount Vernon's 

grave ; 
The nursling growth of Monticello's crest 
Is now the glory of the free Northwest ; 




II«r wm» witD }i. 

TV m^tb of Vn'vm at hst a (art ! 

Tli'-n, if orn; miirrritir mar* llie wick- conlt-nt, 
S,iD.; V-nlK^m lij, will .ira«l th- la-^t .IL^ist-Dt, 
S'lrn'r I.'riion-fc.'tviri;L' pritri'it of vour own 
Ijaiut-nt Ut fin<l )ii-> c-i-upation gone. 



"(Jrarit that the North 's insulted, scorned, be- 

tr;iy<<I, 
O'en-railn'l In hargains with her neighbor made, 
When Hirlfish tlirift and party held the seales 
For [ii.-d<lljn;,' dii-ker, not for honest sales, — 
Wiiom Hlial! we «trike? Who most deserves our 

Idanie? 
Till- liraggart Soiithmn, open in his aim. 
And hohl as wicked, erashing straight through all 
Thiit biiiH his purpose, like a cannon-ball? 
Oi' llm mean traitor, breathing northern air, 

Willi iiamd H]» h and jmritanio liair, 

AVhriHe cant the loss of principle survives, 
Ah the nind-turtle o'en its head outlives ; 
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Who, caught, chin-buried in some foul offence, 
Puts on a look of injured innocence. 
And consecrates his baseness to the cause 
Of constitution, union, and the laws ? 

^^ Praise to the place-man who can hold aloof 
His still unpurchased manhood, office-proof ; 
Who on his round of duty walks erect. 
And leaves it only rich in self-respect ; 
As More maintained his virtue's lofty port 
In the Eighth Henry's base and bloody court. 
But, if exceptions here and there are found. 
Who tread thus safely on enchanted ground. 
The normal type, the fitting symbol still 
Of those who fatten at the public mill. 
Is the chained dog beside his master's door. 
Or Circe's victim, feeding on aU four ! 

" Give me the heroes who, at tuck of drum. 
Salute thy staff, immortal Quattlebum ! 
Or they who, doubly armed with vote and gun. 
Following thy lead, illustrious Atchison, 
Their drunken franchise shift from scene to scene. 
As tile-beard Jourdan did his guillotine ! 
Rather than him who, bom beneath our skies. 
To Slavery's hand its supplest tool supplies ; 
The party felon whose unblushing face 
Looks from the pillory of his bribe of place. 
And coolly makes a merit of disgrace. 
Points to the footmarks of indignant scorn. 
Shows the deep scars of satire's tossing hoi*n ; 
And passes to his credit side the sum 
Of all that makes a scoundrel's martyrdom I 
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'* Biinc of the North, ito caitkor nnd its moth I 
These luiHlei-u Esaua, bai-teriu)^ riglits fur broth I 
Taxing our justitc, with their double tJaiiu, 
As foob for [itty, and an kniivi-^ for blunie ; 
Who, iirj;i;il by party, sect, or trade, withiu 
The fell I'liibrace of SUvery'a sphere of siu, 
Part at thi' ou( ■ ■ -■ - morui ggnse, 

The WHtihfiil I riitb'M defeDoo ; 

Coafouiid all < and ill 



The poles of 1 awl lU curse ; 

And lone them leir perverted sight 

The etemul di the wrong and right ; 

To them tbe !>. irou span 

That girds tlie anlu« nited inon j ^^ 

To them the Gospel ha» iigher urn VI 

Than sinijile sanction of tbe niasttir's claim, 
Dragged in tbe slime of Sliivcry's lo;ithsoiiie trail. 
Like Chalier's Bible at his ass's tail ! 

" Such are the men who, with instinctive drea<l, 
Whenever Freedom lifts lier drooping head, 
Make propbet-trii>ods of their office-stools. 
And scare the nurseries ami the village schools 
With dire presage of ruin grim and great, 
A broken Union ancl a foundered State ! 
Such are the patriots, self-bound to tlio stake 
Of office, martyrs for their country's sake : 
Who fill tliemsi'lvos tlio hungry jaws of Fate, 
And by their loss of manhood save the State. 
In the wide gulf themselves like Curtlus throw, 
And test the virtues of cohesive dough ; 
As tropic monkeys, linking beads and tails, 
Bridge o'er some torrent of Ecuador's vales ! 
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^^ Such are the men who in your churches rave 
To swearing-point, at mention of the slave ! 
When some poor parson, haply unawares, 
Stammers of freedom in his timid prayers ; 
Who, if some foot-sore negro through the town 
Steals northward, volunteer to hunt him down. 
Or, if some neighbor, fljring from disease. 
Courts the mild balsam of the Southern breeze. 
With hue and cry pursue him on his track. 
And write Free-soiler on the poor man's back. 
Such are the men who leave the pedler's cart. 
While faring South, to learn the driver's art. 
Or, in white neckcloth, soothe with pious aim 
The graceful sorrows of some languid dame, 
Who, from the wi*eck of her bereavement, saves 
The double charm of widowhood and slaves I 
Pliant and apt, they lose no chance to show 
To what base depths apostasy can go ; 
Outdo the natives in their readiness 
To roast a negro, or to mob a press ; 
Poise a tarred schoolmate on the lyncher's rail, 
Or make a bonfire of their birthplace mail ! 

" So some poor wretch, whose lips no longer bear 
The sacred burden of his mother's prayer. 
By fear impelled, or lust of gold enticed, 
Turns to the Crescent from the Cross of Christ, 
And, over-acting in superfluous zeal. 
Crawls prostrate where the faithful only kneel. 
Out-howls the Dervish, hugs his rags to court 
The squalid Santon's sanctity of dirt ; 
And, when beneath the city gateway's span 
Files slow and long the Meccan caravan. 
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And tlm>ii;;U it* ux'viti, panunl hy Liliun'« prsyant 
The )in>|ilti-l'!> Wiinl MMuo fuvured caniet bean. 
The iirjrkiHl ujiusUlv luu Win {itace aaai^eJ 
The Kunui-l>t'itn'r'« sm-tvmI rump behind, 
With hruAli ami (lifaebvr (olkiwing, gnru and mute, 
In vbixk, atteudaiicv tui die bcdjr brutu t 

" Mea ot tlu; ll yoar vary trjVA, 

By hearth and hi nl diuigvr lin. 

Still (lay by day freolum falls 

Throiii;h hoiuc-bp d within its walls. 

Men wliiiiit yuunw e nod pura« suatain, 

At pu-LLt of honor, ud gwn ; 

The r l.'lit of Slavery w ons to t«aeh. 

And -i)iiili-)iid«' GtN<iM 'oiir puIjHts preadi. 

Transfix lln; I^aw tii iui<-iciit frefdoiii dear 
On tlif sliai-|> point of !ici- siibvertL-d sjKi.ir, 
Anil imitate upciti liur i-ushion plinnji 
The inad Missimiian lym-hin^ from his stump; 
Or, iu your name, upon the Senate's floor 
Yield np to Sluveiy all it a-^ks, and more; 
And, ere yonr dull eyes open to tlu- ehent. 
Sell jonr old homestead mulerneath your feet! 
While sni^h a.s these your h.fti.-st ontlooks hold. 
While truth and conseienee with yonr wares are 

sold, 
^N'Lilc yravc-browed merchants baud themselves 

to aid 
An annual man-hunt for their Southern trade. 
What moral power within your grasp remains 
To stiiy tile mischief on Nebraska's jilains '! 
lli^li as the tides of ftcnerous impnlse flow, 
As far rolls hack the selfish undertow ; 
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And all your brave resolves, though aimed as true 
As the horse-pistol Balmawhapple drew^ 
To Slavery's bastions lend as slight a shock 
As the poor trooper's shot to Stirling rock ! 

^' Yet, while the need of Freedom's cause demands 
The earnest efforts of your hearts and hands, 
Urged by all motives that can prompt the heart 
To prayer and toil and manhood's manliest pai*t ; 
Though to the soul's deep tocsin Nature joins 
The warning whisper of her Orphic pines, 
The north- wind's anger, and the south-wind's sigh. 
The midnight sword-dance of the northern sky. 
And, to the ear that bends above the sod 
Of the green grave-mounds in the Fields of God, 
In low, deep murmurs of rebuke or cheer, 
The land's dead fathers speak their hope or fear. 
Yet let not Passion wrest from Reason's hand 
The guiding rein and symbol of command. 
Blame not the caution proffering to your zeal 
A well-meant drag upon its hurrying wheel ; • 
Nor chide the man whose honest doubt extends 
To the means only, not the righteous ends ; 
Nor fail to weigh the scruples and the fears 
Of milder natures and serener years. 
In the long strife with evil which began 
With the first lapse of new-created man. 
Wisely and well has Providence assigned 
To each his part, — some forward, some behind ; 
And they, too, serve who temper and restrain 
The o'erwarm heart that sets on fire the brain. 
True to yourselves, feed Freedom's altar-flame 
With what you have ; let others do the same. 
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spare timid doabters ; act lUu Hint your ftca 
Against thu M'lf-auld knaves nf gain and place : 
Pity tbt: wvnk ; but with tuiiijHLrini; liand 
Cast out the traitors who iiiftitt tlii; lam]; 
From bar, prt>as, pulpit, oast tbeiu ever^'whcro, 
By dint of fasting, if you fail by prayer. 
And io tbtair plh of antitjut! tnould, 

Like the grave 1 r Agv of (iold ; 

Statesmen like i (bt tbit primal fount 

Of rigfatfious lai on tlie Mount ; 

Lawyers who p ay, (to our day 

Still spared, Hu i!) honor loora than 

pay. 
And Christian juriau sure, like Jay ; 

I*reach«rs like Woolniii ike them who bore 

The faith of Wosley to our \A't'stern shore, 
And Jii'ld no L'onvert gciiitine till he broke 
Alike bis eervants' and the Devil's yoke ; 
And priests like him who Ncwiwrt's market 

And oV-r Its slave-sbi])s shook the bolts of God I 
So shall yonr power, with a wise prudence used, 
Stroiijf but forbearing, firm but not abused, 
In kindly keei)ing with the goo<l of all. 
The nobler maxims of the jiast recall, 
Her natural home-born right to Freedom give. 
And leave her foe his roblier-right, — to live. 
Live, as tlie snake <Ioes in his noisome fen I 
Live, a» the wolf does in iiis boue-strcwn den ! 
Live, elothed with cursing like a robe of flame. 
The focal point of million- fingered shame! 
Live, till the Southron, who, with all liis faults, 
Has manly instincts, in his pride revolts, 
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Dashes from off him, midst the glad world's cheers. 
The hideous nightmare of his dream of years, 
And lifts, self-prompted, with his own right hand, 
The vile encumbrance from his glorious land I 

" So, wheresoe'er our destiny sends forth 
Its widening circles to the South or North, 
Where'er our banner flaunts beneath the stars 
Its mimio splendors and its cloudlike bars, 
There shall Free Labor's hardy children stand 
The equal sovereigns of a slaveleas land. 
And when at last the bunted bison tires, 
And dies o'ertaken by the squatter's fires ; 
And westward, wave on wave, the living flood 
Breaks on the snow-line of majestic Hood ; 
And lonely Shasta listening hears the tread 
Of Europe's fair-haired children, Hesper-led ; 
And, gazing downward through his hoar-locks, sees 
The tawny Asian climb his giant knees. 
The Eastern sea shall hush his waves to hear 
Pacific's aurf-beat answer Freedom's cheer, 
And one long rolling fire of triumph run 
Between the sunrise and the sunset gun I " 



My task is done. The Showman and hisshow, 
Themselves but shadows, into shadows go ; 
And, if no song of idlesse I have sung. 
Nor tints of beauty on the canvas flung ; 
If the harsh numbers grate on tender ears, 
And the rough picture overwrought appears ; 
With deeper coloring, with a sterner blast, 
Before my soul a voice and vision passed, 
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Sncli as might llilton'B jarring truiup require, 
Or glocitnH ot DhdU) (ringed wiUi lurid fire. 
Oh» not of cboi.-.-, f..r iIil'iui!s of ]>id)Uo wrong 
I le.-ivo the grct-'U imd pk'aaaut patbd of itong, 
Tlur mild, awubt words wliieh aufU.'n and adorn. 
For Hhurp rubukn and bitter laugh of Hcorii. 
More dear to lui ' rivatc worth, 

Souio homi-Iy it iforth, 

Souitt Kiimindr i ftiid Tales, 

Or, grim and w Ircsidit tales 

Hauutcd by ghc Ig aails , 

Lost barks at p i stem to helm 

With pniytirs o, 8 on \'irgir» elm. 

Nor private grief . Is tny jwn ; 

I owe but kindness to men ; 

And, South or Sorth, wlierever hearts of prayer 
Their woes and weakm-ss to our Father bear, 
Wherever fruits of Christian love are found 
In h<)ly lives, to me is holy ground. 
But the time passes. It were vain to crave 
A late indulgence. What I had I gave. 
Forget the poet, but his warning lieed. 
And shame his poor word with your nobler deed. 
ISOO. 



ON A PRAYER-BOOK, 

Wrrit ITM FRONTISriEIK, ARY scheffeb's "christus 
CONSOLATOK," AMEKICAMZED BY THE OMISSION OF 
THF. BLACK MA^. 

It iH h.-inlly to be eroiliteit. yet is true, tlint in the anxiety of 
tlie Niirllirm merchtiiil to coiiciliiite his Soutliern customer, a pub- 
linlicr Hus foimd reodjr tlius to mutilate SclieSer's pictuce. He 
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intended hm edition for nae in the Sootliem States mdonbtedlT, 
bat copies fell into the hnnds of those who belisTed litexmUj in 
s gospel which was to preach liberty to the captire. 



O Abt Scheffeb ! when beneath thine eve. 
Touched with the light that cometh from above. 
Grew the sweet picture of the dear Lord's love. 
No dream hadst thou that Christian hands would 

tear 
Therefrom the token of His equal care. 

And make thy s}'mbol of His truth a lie ! 
The poor, dumb slave whose shackles fall away 
In His compassionate gaze, grubbed smoothly 

out, 
To mar no more the exercise devout 
Of sleek oppression kneeling down to pray 
Where the great oriej stains the Sabbath day I 
Let whoso can before such praying-books 
Kneel on his velvet cushion ; I, for one, 
Would sooner bow, a Parsee, to the sun, 
Or tend a prayer-w^eel in Thibetar brooks, 
Or beat a drum on Yedo's temple-floor. 
No falser idol man has bowed before, 
Li Indian groves or islands of the sea, 

Than that which through the quaint-carved 
Gothic door 
Looks forth, — a Church without humanitv ! 
Patron of pride, and prejudice, and wrong, — 
The rich man's charm and fetich of the strong, 
The Eternal Fulness meted, clipped, and shorn. 
The seamless robe of equal mercy torn. 
The dear Christ hidden from His kindred flesh, 
And, in His poor ones, crucified afresh ! 
Better the simple Lama scattering wide, 
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Adorns no more the places of her prayer ; 

^\nd hrave yoiins Tyiig. too early called away, 
Troiihlos tlie Ilanian of her courts no more 
Like the just Hebrew at the Assyrian's door ; 
Ami her sweet ritual, beautiful but dead 
As the <lry husk from which the grain is shed, 
And holy hymns fi-oni which the life devout 
Of saints and martjTS has welluigh gone out, 

Like caudles dying in exhausted air. 
For Sabhath use in measured grists are ground ; 
And, ever while the Rpirit>ial mill goes round. 
Between the upjtcr and the nether stones. 
Unseen, unheanl, the wretched bondman groans. 

And urges his vain plea, prayer-smothered, anthem- 
drowned ! 



O lipart of mine, keep patience ! Looking forth. 
As from the Mount of Vision, I behold, 



THE SUMMONS 213 

Pure, just, and free, the Church of Christ on earth ; 
The martyr's dream, the golden age foretold ! 

And found, at last, the mystic Graal I see, 

Brimmed with His blessing, pass from lip to lip 
In sacred pledge of human fellowship ; 
And over all the songs of angels hear ; 
Songs of the love that casteth out all fear ; 
Songs of the Gospel of Humanity I 
Lo ! in the midst, with the same look He wore, 
Healing and blessing on Genesaret's shore. 
Folding together, with the all-tender might 

Of His great love, the dark hands and the white. 
Stands the Consoler, soothing every pain. 

Making all burdens light, and breaking every 

chain. 
1850. 



THE SUMMONS. 

Mr ear is full of summer sounds. 
Of summer sights my languid eye ; 

Beyond the dusty village bounds 

I loiter in my daily rounds. 

And in the noon-time shadows lie. 

I hear the wild bee wind his horn. 

The bird swings on the ripened wheat. 
The long green lances of the com 
Are tilting in the winds of mom. 
The locust shrills his song of heat. 

Another sound my spirit hears, 

A deeper sound that drowns them all ; 




AXn-SLAPERr rOKMS 

A voiL'e of picarling choketi witli tears, 
Tliu c-iill of lituuan hojwa utid fears. 
The Mucedonian crj' to Pmil I 

The atonn-bell rings, the tnmipot hlowa ; 

I know tho word and countersign ; 
Wherever iguanl goes, 

Where si friends or foes, 

I knovi should be uiuie. 
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I 



O brothers ! blest by partial Fate 

With ]K>wer to niatdi tlie will and deed. 
To him your summons comes too late 
Who sinks beneath his armor's weight. 
And has no answer but God-speed I 



TO WILLIAM H. SEWARD. 

On the 12th of Jannarv, 1801, Mr. Seixard delivfrod in tho 
Senale clmmlwr h speech on Thr Slalt of iht Vnion. in wliich he 
VTfieil tho paramcinnt dnty of preaerring- the Union, and went u 
far US it was pauibl« W po, witliont gurrender of principles, in 
coiic<.'!i!Uuna U> the Southern pnrtr, canolndinfr his nr(;ument with 
Ihi-se wonla ; " HiivinR iubn.itted my own opinioin on Ihia great 
crisin. it T«ni;iins only )o say. ihnt 1 Hhall cheerfully lutid t» the 
govrnimunt my K'st support in whatever prudent yet energedo 
efforts it Blialt luaka tv pruKrvu the puhlic peace, and Ui main- 
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tain and presenre the Unioii ; adviniig, only, that it practiae, as 
far as possible, the utmost moderatioo, forbearance, and concilia- 
tioQ. . . . This Union has not yet accompliahed what good for 
mankind was manifestly designed by Him who appoints the sea- 
sons and prescribes the duties of states and empires. No ; if it 
were cast down by faction to-day, it would rise again and re- 
appear in all its majestic proportions to-mocrow. It is the only 
gOTemment that can stand here. Woe ! woe ! to the man that 
madly lifts his hand against it. It shall continue and endure ; 
and men, in after times, shall declare that this generation, which 
saTed the Uni<Mi from such sudden and unlooked-for dangers, sur- 
passed in mag^nanimity eren that one which laid its foundations 
in the eternal principles of liberty, justice, and humanity/* 

Statesman, I thank thee ! and, if yet dissent 
Mingles, reluctant, with my large content, 
I cannot censure what was nobly meant. 
But, while constrained to hold even Union less 
Than Liberty and Truth and Righteousness, 
I thank thee in the sweet and holy name 
Of peace, for wise calm words that put to shame 
Passion and party. Courage may be shown 
Not in defiance of the wrong alone ; 
He may be bravest who, unweaponed, bears 
The olive branch, and, strong in justice, spares 
The rash wrong-doer, giving widest scope 
To Christian charity and generous hope. 
If, without damage to the sacred cause 
Of Freedom and the safeguard of its laws — 
If, without yielding that for which alone 
We prize the Union, thou canst save it now 
From a baptism of blood, upon thy brow 
A wreath whose flowers no earthly soil have known. 
Woven of the beatitudes, shall rest. 
And the peacemaker be forever blest ! 
1861. 
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IN WAR TIME. ^1 


TO SAMUEL E, SEWALL AND H.VIllUET W. SEW ALL, ^| 
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Though fuitli atut trust are stronger tlian our 

fears. 
And the signs promise peace with liberty. 
Not thus we trifle witli our country's tears 
And sweat of agony. The future's gain 
Is certain as God's truth ; but, meanwhile, pain 
Is bitter and tears are salt : our voices take 
A sober tone ; our very household songs 
Are heavy witli a nation's griefs and wrongs ; 
And innocent mirth is cliastened for the salte 
Of the brave hearts that nevermore shall beat, 
The eyes that smile no more, the unretumiag 

feet! 
1S63. 
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THY WILL BE DONE. 

We see not, know not ; all our way 
Is night, — with Thee alone is day : 
From out the torrent's troubled drift, 
Above the storm our prayers we lift. 
Thy will be done 1 

The flesh may fail, the heart may faint. 
But who are we to make complaint. 
Or dare to plead, in times like these. 
The weakness of our love of ease ? 
Thy will be done ! 

We take with solemn thankfulness 
Our burden up, nor ask it less. 
And count it joy that even we 
May suffer, serve, or wait for Thee, 
Whose will be done ! 

Though dim as yet in tint and line. 
We trace Thy picture's wise design. 
And thank Thee that our age supplies 
Its dark relief of sacrifice. 
Thy will be done ! 

And if, in our unworthiness. 
Thy sacrificial wine we press ; 
If from Thy ordeal's heated bars 
Our feet are seamed with crimson scars. 
Thy will be done 1 




If, for the age to como, this hour 
Of triiU hatli vicarious power, 
And, bluat by Tliee, our prosciit pain, 
Be Liberty's eternal guiu, 
Thy will be doiie I 

Strike, Thou the ' ' 
The authem of tli 
The toinor of Thj 
Our hearts shall 
Thy will he 



A WORD FOh. 



aouB. 



The firraaiiu'iit bri.'aks ii]). In blaclt eclipse 

Light aftei- light goes out. One evil star. 

Luridly glariug through tlie smoke of war, 

As ill the dream of the Apocalypse, 

Drags others down. Let us not weakly weep 

Nor rashly threaten. Give uu giiwe to keep 

Our faith and patience ; wherefore should we leap 

On one hand into fratricidal fight. 

Or, on the other, yield eternal right. 

Frame lies of law, and good and ill confound ? 

What fear we ? Safe on freedom's vantage-ground 

Our feet are planted : let us there remain 

lu unreveugeful calm, no means untried 

Which truth can sanction, no just claim denied, 

The sad spectators of a suicide I 

They break the links of Union : shall we light 

The fires of hell to weld anew the chain 

On that red anvil where each blow is pain ? 
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Draw we not even now a freer breath, 
As from our shoulders falls a load of death 
Loathsome as that the Tuscan's victim bore 
When keen with life to a dead horror bound? 
Why take we up the accursed thing again ? 
Pity, forgive, but urge them back no more 
Who, drunk with passion, flaunt disunion's rag 
With its vile reptile-blazon. Let us press 
The golden cluster on our brave old flag 
In closer union, and, if numbering less. 
Brighter shall shine the stars which still remain. 

16eA First mo,, 1861. 



"Em FESTE BURG 1ST UNSER GOTT." 

lxttheb's hymn. 

We wait beneath the furnace-blast 

The pangs of transformation ; 
Not painlessly doth God recast 
And mould anew the nation. 
Hot bums the fire 
Where wrongs expire ; 
Nor spares the hand 
That from the land 
Uproots the ancient evil. 

The hand-breadth cloud the sages feared 

Its bloody rain is dropping ; 
The poison plant the fathers spared 
All else is overtopping. 
East, West, South, North, 
It curses the earth ; 
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III strife unworthy freemen. 
Got! lifts to-<l.iy the veil, and shows 
The features of tlie demon ! 

O North and South, 

Its victims both. 

Can ye not cry, 

" Let slavery die ! " 
And tmion find in freedom ? 

What though tlie cast-out spirit tear 

The nation in his going? 
We who liave shared the guilt must share 
The i)ang of his o'erthrowing ! 
Whato'er the loss, 
WhatuVr the cross, 
Sliall tliey com])Iain 
Of present pain 
Who trust in God's hereafter ? 
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For who that leans on Hb right arm 

Was ever yet forsaken ? 
What righteous cause can suffer harm 
If He its part has taken ? 
Though wild and loud. 
And dark the cloud, 
Behind its folds 
His hand upholds 
The calm sky of to-morrow ! 

Above the maddening cry for blood, 

Above the wild war^irumming, 
Let Freedom's voice be heard, with good 
The evil overcoming. 
Give prayer and purse 
To stay die Curse 
Whose wrong we share. 
Whose shame we bear, 
Whose end shall gladden Heaven ! 

In vain the bells of war shall ring 

Of triumphs and revenges. 
While still is spared the evil thing 
That severs and estranges* 
But blest the ear 
That yet shall hear 
The jubilant bell 
That rings the knell 
Of Slavery forever 1 

Then let the selfish lip be dumb. 
And hushed the breath of sighing ; 

Before the joy of peace must come 
The pains of purifying. 




Gwl give us gracv 
Ejuih ill his pUne 
To Imar htti lot, 
Aud, mitrcnuring not, 
Knduro oiitl wait aatl kbor ! 
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tion OS preumturu jiuil (.■oiinteniiutnleii il, afliT vainly eudeaToriiif[ 
tApersuadu Fremont nt liia own luution to revoke it. 

Thv error, Fremont, simply was to act 

A brave man's |>art, without the statesman's tact, 

And, taking counsel hut of ooniinon st;nse, 

To sti-ike at canse as well as consequence. 

Oh, never yet since lioland wound his horn 

At Koncesvalles, has a blast been blown 

Far-heard, wide-echoed, startling as thine own. 

Heard from the van of freedom's hope forlorn ! 

It had been safer, doubtless, for tlie time. 

To flatter treason, and avoid offence 

To that Dark Power whose underlying crime 

Heaves upward its jierpettial turbulence. 

But if thine be the fate of all who break 

Tlie ground for truth's seed, or forerun their years 

Till lost in distance, or with stout hearts make 
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A lane for freedom through the level spears, 
Still take thou courage ! God has spoken through 

thee, 
Irrevocable, the mighty words, Be free I 
The land shakes with them, and the slave's dull ear 
Turns from the rice-swamp stealthily to hear. 
Who would recall them now must first arrest 
The winds that blow down from the free North- 
west, 
Ruffling the Gulf ; or like a scroll roll back 
The Mississippi to its upper springs. 
Such words fulfil their prophecy, and lack 

But the full time to harden into things. 
1861. 



THE WATCHERS. 

Beside a stricken field I stood ; 

On the torn turf, on grass and wood, 

Hung heavily the dew of blood. 

Still in their fresh mounds lay the slain. 
But all the air was quick with pain 
And gusty sighs and tearful rain. 

Two angels, each with drooping head 
And folded wings and noiseless tread. 
Watched by that valley of the dead. 

The one, with forehead saintly bland 
And lips of blessing, not command, 
Leaned, weeping, on her olive wand. 




"O brother I if thine eye can see, 
Tell how and when the end shall be. 
What hope remains for thee and me." 

Tlien Freedom sternly said ; " I shun 
No strife nor pang beneath the sun. 
When human rights are staked and won. 

" I knelt with Ziska's hunted flock, 
I watched in Toussaint's cell of rock, 
I walked with Sidney to the block. 

" The moor of Marston felt my tread, 
Through Jersey snows the march I led, 
My voice Magenta's charges sped. 
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" But now, through weary day and night, 
I watch a vague and aimless fight 
For leave to strike one blow aright. 

" On either side my foe they own : 
One guards through love his ghastly throne, 
And one through fear to reverence grown. 

" Why wait we longer, mocked, betrayed, 
By open foes, or those afraid 
To speed thy coming through my aid? 

" Why watch to see who win or fall ? 
I shake the dust against them all, 
I leave them to their senseless brawl." 

"Nay," Peace implored : "yet longer wait ; 
The doom is near, the stake is great : 
God knoweth if it be too late. 

" Still wait and watch ; the way prepare 
Where I with folded wings of prayer 
May follow, weaponless and bare." 

" Too late ! " the stern, sad voice replied, 
" Too late ! " its mournful echo sighed. 
In low lament the answer died. 

A rustling as of wings in flight, 

An upward gleam of lessening white. 

So passed the vision, sound and sight. 

▼OL.III. 15 
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Bnt round mc, liko a silver bell 
Hung dowD the liKtcning aky to toll 
Of holy lielp, a Bwvet voice fell. 

" Still hope and trust," it sang ; " the rod 
Must fall, tlic wine-press must be trod, 
But all is God 1 " 

isaa. 

HMEN. 
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You flung your taunt across tlie wave ; 

We bore it as became us. 
Well knowing tbat tbe fettered slave 
Left friendly lijjs no option save 

To pity or to blame us. 

Yon scoffed our plea. " Mere lack of will. 

Not lack of power," you told us r 
We showed our free-state records ; still 
You mocked, confoundinfr pood and ill, 
Slave-haters and slaveholders. 



We striick at Slavery ; to the verge 

Of power and means we checked it ; 
Lo ! — presto, change ! its claims you urge. 
Send greetings to it o'er the surge, 
And comfort and protect it. 
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But yesterday you scarce could shake, 

In slave^bhorring rigor, 
Our Northern palms for conscience' sake : 
To-day you clasp the hands that ache 

With " walloping the nigger ! " 

Englishmen ! — in hope and creed, 
In blood and tongue our brothers ! 

We too are heirs of Runnymede ; 

And Shakespeare's fame and Cromwell's deed 
Are not alone our mother's. 

" Thicker than water," in one rill 

Through centuries of story 
Our Saxon blood has flowed, and still 
We share with you its good and ill. 

The shadow and the glory. 

Joint heirs and kinfolk, leagues of wave 

Nor length of years can part us : 
Your right is ours to shrine and grave, 
The common freehold of the brave. 
The gift of saints and martyrs. 

Our very sins and follies teach 
* Our kindred frail and human : 
We carp at faults with bitter speech. 
The while, for one unshared by each. 
We have a score in common. 

We bowed the heart, if not the knee, 

To England's Queen, God bless her ! 
We praised you when your slaves went free : 




MITHRIDATES AT CHIOS. 

It is rMorded that llio Cliiniui, wlivn siil>jugale<t by MithridatM 
of Cappiulocui, were iluliven^it ii|i lo thuir own slaves, to bi^ cur- 
ried nwuy captire lu Colirliis. AlbeiM'iLi I'uiisiders this a juat piin- 
ishnient fur their nivki^clripsK in fir«t iiilroiluvinK ihu alave-lrode 
into Gnvee. From tliis anoii^nt vlUhii.v of the Chiana the pruverb 
arose, " The Chian liath bo<ij;ht hinis^lf 9 mikstvr." 

Know'st thou, O slavc-ciirsL'il land ! 

How, ulieii the Cliiaii's cup uf guilt 
^Vas full to overflow, tbei-e caine 
God's justice in the swoid of flaaie 

Th;it, red witli slauf,'hter to its hilt, 

ill the Ca])pa(lociaii victor's hand? 



The heavens are still and far; 
But, not unheard of awful Jove, 
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The sighing of the island slave 
Was answered, when the ^gean wave 
The keels of Mithridates clove, 
And the vines shrivelled in the breath of war. 

" Robbers of Chios 1 hark," 
The victor cried, " to Heaven's decree I 
Pluck your last cluster from the vine, 
Drain your last cup of Chian wine ; 
' Slaves of your slaves, your doom shall be. 
In Colchian mines by Phasis rolling dark." 

Then rose the long lament 
From the hoar seargod's dusky caves : 
The priestess rent her hair and cried, 
" Woe ! woe I The gods are sleepless-eyed 1 " 
And, chained and scourged, the slaves of slaves. 
The lords of Chios into exile went. 

" The gods at last pay well," 

So Hellas sang her taunting song, 
*^ The fisher in his net is caught. 
The Chian hath his master bought ; " 

And isle from isle, with laughter long. 
Took up and sped the mocking parable. 

Once more the slow, dumb years 
Bring their avenging cycle round. 
And, more than Hellas taught of old. 
Our wiser lesson shall be told. 
Of slaves uprising, freedom^srowned. 
To break, not wield, the scourge wet with their 
blood and tears. 
1863. 
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At last our gyrating keela ontslide, 
Our good boats forward sniiijr ; 

And while we ride the laud-locked tide, 
Our iiegi-ocs row and aing. 

For dear the bondman holds his gifts 

Of rausie and of song: 
The gold that kindly Nature sifts 

Among his sands of wrong : 



Tlie power to make liis toiling days 
And poor honie-ooniforts please ; 

The quaint relii-f of mirth that plays 
With sorrow's minor keys. 

Another glow than sunset's fire 
Has filled the west with light. 

Where field and garner, barn and byre, 
Are blazing through the night. 
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The land is wild with fear and hate, 

The rout runs mad and fast ; 
From hand to hand, from gate to gate 

The flaming brand is passed. 

The lurid glow falls strong across 

Dark faces broad with smiles : 
Not theirs the terror, hate, and loss 

That fire yon blazing piles. 

With oar-strokes timing to their song, 

They weave in simple lays 
The pathos of remembered wrong, 

The hope of better days, — 

The triumph-note that Miriam sung. 

The joy of uncaged birds : 
Softening with A trie's mellow tongue 

Their broken Saxon words. 



SONG OP THE NEGRO BOATMEN. 

Oh, praise an* tanks ! De Lord he come 

To set de people free ; 
An' massa tink it day ob doom. 

An' we ob jubilee. 
De Lord dat heap de Red Sea waves 

He jus' as 'trong as den ; 
He say de word : we las' night slaves ; 
To-day, de Lord's freemen. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow, 

We '11 hab de rice an' corn ; 
Oh nebber you fear, if nebber you hear 
De driver blow his horn I 
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Ole niafltia on lie trabbclH gone ; 

He leaf tie land behind : 
De Lord's breEf blow bim f order on, 

Like com-sbuck ia de wind. 
We own de ho«, we owu de |>lougb, 

Wo own de bands dat bold ; 
We sell de i cow, 

But nebb tL 

De yar ) ootton blovr, 

We an' com ; 

Oh neo if iiebber you bear 

Da 4 liomi 

We pray de Locu . i -us signs 

Dat some day we „^ -e ; 
De norf-wiiid tell it to de pines, 

De wild-duck to de sea ; 
We tink it wben de cburcb-bell ring, 

Wc dream it in de dream ; 
De rice-bird mean it wben be sing, 
De eagle wben be scream. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow, 

^Ve 11 bab de rice an' com : 
Oil nebber you fear, if nebber you bear 
De driver blow liis boni ! 

We know de promise nebber fail. 

An' nebber lie de word ; 
So like de 'postles in de jail. 

Wo waited for de Lord : 
An' now be open ebery door. 

An' trow away de key; 
He tink we lub liini so before, 

We lub bim better free. 
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De yam will grow, de cotton blow, 

He 'U gib de rice an' com ; 
Oh nebber you fear, if nebber you hear 

De driver blow his horn I 



So sing our dusky gondoliers ; 

And with a secret pain. 
And smiles that seem akin to tears. 

We hear the wild refrain. 

We dare not share the negro's trust. 

Nor yet his hope deny ; 
We only know that God is just. 

And every wrong shall die. 

Rude seems the song ; each swarthy face. 

Flame-lighted, ruder still : 
We start to think that hapless race 

Must shape our good or ill ; 

That laws of changeless justice bind 

Oppressor with oppressed ; 
And, close as sin and suffering joined. 

We march to Fate abreast. 

• 

Sing on, poor hearts I your chant shall be 
Our sign of blight or bloom. 

The Vala-song of Liberty, 
Or death-rune of our doom I 
1862. 
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Whkn flnit I saw our banoer wiive 

Above tlie a ' ' 'I-liall, 

I h«»nl bcni « wall 

The clanking { ilgve I 

In thfe foul ma tood^ 

And saw tliu ^tlier sold. 

And eliildbix du of gold, 

Blue^yed and fiur \ :on blood. 

I sliut my pyes, I lield my breath, 

Antl, Hiiiotheiiiig down the wratb and sbarac 
Tbat set my Northern blood aflame. 

Stood silent, — where to sjteak was death. 

Beside me gloomed the ])rison-coll 
Where wasted one in shiw decline 
For uttering simple wonls of mine, 

And loving freedom all too well. 

The flag that floated from the dome 
Flapped menace in the morning air; 
1 stood a perilled stranger where 

The human broker made liis liome. 

For crime was virtne : Gown and Swonl 
And Law their threefold sanction gave, 
Anil to the quarry of the slave 

Went hawking with our symbol-bird. 
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On the oppressor's side was power ; 

And yet I knew that every wrong. 

However old, however strong, 
But waited (rod's avenging hour. 

I knew that truth would crush the lie, — 
Somehow, some time, the end would be ; 
Yet scarcely dared I hope to see 

The triumph with my mortal eye. 

But now I see it ! In the sun 

A free flag floats from yonder dome. 
And at the nation's hearth and home 

The justice long delayed is done. 

Not as we hoped, in calm of prayer. 
The message of deliverance comes, 
But heralded by roll of drums 

On waves of battle-troubled air I 

Midst sounds that madden and appall. 

The song that Bethlehem's shepherds knew I 
The harp of David melting through 

The demon-agonies of Saul ! 

Not as we hoped ; but what are we ? 
Above our broken dreams and plans 
God lays, with wiser hand than man's. 

The corner-stones of liberty. 

I cavil not with Him : the voice 
That freedom's blessed gospel tells 
Is sweet to me as silver bells. 

Rejoicing I yea, I will rejoice ! 




Dear friends still toiling in the s 
Ye dearer ones who, gone htifore, 
Are vratcbiug from the eternal shore 

The slow work by your Iwnds begun, 

Bejoice with me I TIio ehA^tteoiiig rod 
Blossonu V Furnace heat 

Grows ooc ilessed feet 

Whose form rGodI 



Hejoice ! O 
Are sweet* 
Rise (lay bj 

Thi! propli 



Rejoice in hope ! The day and night 
Are one with God, and one with them 
Who sec by faith the cloudy hem 

Of Judgment fringed with Mercy's light ! 



THE BATTLR AUTUMN OF 1862. 

The flags of war like storm-birds fly, 
The charging trumpets blow ; 

Yet rolls no thunder in the sky, 
Xo earthquake strives below. 



And, calm and patient. Nature keeps 

Her ancient promise well, 
Tliongh o'er 'her bloom and greenness sweeps 

The battle's breath of Iicll. 
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And still she walks in golden hours 

Through harvest-happy farms, 
And still she wears her fruits and flowers 

Like jewels on her arms. 

What mean the gladness of the plain, 

This joy of eve and mom, 
The mirth that shakes the beard of grain 

And yellow locks of com ? 

Ah I eyes may well be full of tears. 

And hearts with hate are hot ; 
But even-paced come round the years. 

And Nature changes not. 

She meets with smiles our bitter grief. 

With songs our groans of pain ; 
She mocks with tint of flower and leaf 

The war-field^s crimson stain. 

Still, in the cannon's pause, we hear 

Her sweet thanksgiving-psalm ; 
Too near to God for doubt or fear. 

She shares the eternal calm. 

She knows the seed lies safe below 

The fires that blast and bum ; 
For all the tears of blood we sow 

She waits the rich return. 

She sees with clearer eye than ours 

The good of suffering bom, — 
The hearts that blossom like her flowers, 

And ripen like her corn. 




V,-. 






'\\,<m Fri<:r.-i ai,«l Il^lf^r of the poor, 
W'J,., MifT.rn^l f',r our sake. 

To ojM'ri i-vi:ry yniuin iloor, 
Aii'l iviiry yiiko U> Iin;ak I 

Ikitiil li>w '\'\\y jiityiiif; face and mild, 
Atiil lii<||i iiH Htiif; and ]>ray; 

'I'Im' IiihmI tUiil liK'HHi-d tlio little child, 
|l|iiiit inir r<iri'1i('iidM lay. 



\Vt' hnitv ii» iHiiri' \\\vi driver's horn, 
Nil wwvv tlui wlii]> wo (car, 
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This holy day that saw Thee bom 
Was never half so dear. 

The very oaks are g^reener clad, 

The waters brighter smile ; 
Oh, never shone a day so glad 

On sweet St. Helen's Isle. 

We praise Thee in our songs to-day, 

To Thee in prayer we call. 
Make swift the feet and straight the way 

Of freedom unto all. 

Come once again, O blessed Lord I 

Come walking on the sea I 
And let the mainlands hear the word 
That sets the islands free ! 
1863. 



THE PROCLAMATION. 

Prandent Liiiooln's proolamatioii of emancipation was iasned 
Jaimarf 1, 1863. 

Saint Patbick, slave to Milcho of the herds 
Of Ballymena, wakened with these words : 

^* Arise, and flee 
Out from the land of bondage, and be free I " 

Glad as a soul in pain, who hears from heaven 
The angels singing of his sins forgiven, 

And, wondering, sees 
His prison opening to their golden keys, 




He rose a man who laid kira cIotth s aUre, 
Shook from his locks the asheo of the grave, 

And outward trod 
Into tbu glorious liberty of God. 

He oast the eymbols of his Bhame away ; 
And, paitsing v*"- — *•-- -'-— ling MUcho lay, 

Though I 
Smarted with rayud, " God pardon 

him I " 



So went he fort i's time he came 

To light oil U loly fiame ; 

And, dying, g 

The land a saiut that lot a as a slave. 

O dark, sad millions, patiently and dumb 
Waiting for God, your hour at last has come, 

And freedom's song 
Breaks the long silence of your night of wrong ! 

Arise and flee ! shivke off the vile restraint 
Of ages; but, like Ballyniena's saint, 

The oppressor spare. 
Heap only on liia head the coals of prayer. 

Go forth, like him ! like him return again. 
To bloss the land whereon in bitter pain 

Ye toiled at first. 
And heal with freedom what your slavery cursed. 
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ANNIVERSARY POEM. 

Read before the Alnmni of the Friends' Yearly Meeting School, 
at the Annual Bieeting at Newport, R. L, 15th 6th mo., 1863. 

Once more, dear friends, you meet beneath 

A clouded sky : 
Not yet the sword has found its sheath, 
And on the sweet spring airs the breath 

Of war floats by. 

Yet trouble springs not from the ground, 

Nor pain from chance; 
The Eternal order circles round, 
And wave and storm find mete and bound 

In Providence. 

Full long our feet the flowery ways 

Of peace have trod. 
Content with creed and garb and phrase : 
A harder path in earlier days 

Led up to God. 

Too cheaply truths, once purchased dear. 

Are made our own ; 
Too long the world has smiled to hear 
Our boast of full com in the ear 

By others sown ; 

To see us stir the martyr fires 

Of long ago. 
And wrap our satisfied desires 

toL> nL 16 




Id the singed maoUes that our sire 
Have (Iropptxl below. 



But now the crou our worthiaa bore 

On us u \md ; 
Frofcuion'it qniot mlue|> is o'vr. 
And in th '~ "' * — •'■ once mora 

Our; 

The cry > I at last 

lac 

An answei nd-blaat, 

The thiuid tuw oast 

From . frown. 

The land is red with jiid foments. Who 

Stands guiltless forth? 
Have we been faithful as we knew, 
To God and to our brother true, 

To Heaven and Earth ? 

How faint, tlirough din of merchandise 

And count of gain. 
Have scenitd to us the captive's cries! 
How far away the tears and sighs 

Of souls in pain ! 

This day the fearful reckoning comes 

To each and all ; 
We hear amidst onr peaceful homes 
The summons of the conscript drums, 

The bugle's call. 
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Our path is plain ; the war-net draws 

Round us in vain, 
While, faithful to the Higher Cause, 
We keep our fealty to the laws 

Through patient pain. 

The levelled gun, the battle-brand. 

We may not take : 
But, calmly loyal, we can stand 
And suffer with our suffering land 

For conscience' sake. 

Why ask for ease where all is pain ? 

Shall we alone 
Be left to add our gain to gain, 
When over Armageddon's plain 

The trump is blown ? 

To suffer well is well to serve ; 

Safe in our Lord 
The rigid lines of law shall curve 
To spare us ; from our heads shall swerve 

Its smiting sword. 

And light is mingled with the gloom, 

And joy with grief ; 
Divinest compensations come. 
Through thorns of judgment mercies bloom 

In sweet relief. 

Thanks for our privilege to bless, 
By word and deed, 



The widow in her keen di»trei«ft, 

The childless and the fatherless, 

The hearts that bleed I 




For fields of duty, oi>eiitng wide, 

Where all our powers 
Are tasked ' to guide 

Of millioi ied : 

The 



Ouni by t: 


dold. 


WhicL 




Our wards i 


[iptu^ 


And cast then 


the mould 


Of Christian 





And we may tread the siok-bed floors 

Where strong men pine, 
And, down the groaning corridors, 
Pour freely from ouv liberal stores 

The oil and wine. 

Who murmurs that in these dark days 

His lot is cast ? 
God's hand within the shadow lays 
The stones whereon His gates of praise 

Shall rise at last. 

Tnm and o'ertiim, O outstrctehed Hand 1 

Nor stint, nor stay ; 
The years have never dropped their sand 
On mortal issue vast and grand 

As ours to-day. 
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Already, on ihe sable ground 

Of man's despair 
Is Freedom's glorious picture found, 
With all its dusky hands unbound 

Upraised in prayer. 

Oh, small shall seem all sacrifice 

And pain and loss, 
When God shall wipe the weeping eyes. 
For suffering give the victor's prize, 

The crown for cross I 



BARBARA FRIETCHIE. 

This poem was written in strict conformity to the account of 
the incident as I had it from respectable and trustworthy sources. 
It has since been the subject of a good deal of conflicting testi- 
mony, and the story was probably incorrect in some of its de- 
tails. It is admitted by all that Barbara Frietchie was no myth, 
but a worthy and highly esteemed gentlewoman, intensely loyal 
and a hater of the Slavery Rebellion, holding her Union flag sa- 
cred and keeping it with her Bible ; that when the Confederates 
halted before her house, and entered herdooryard, she denounced 
them in vigorous language, shook her cane in their faces, and 
drove them out ; and when Qeneral Bumside's troops followed 
dose upon Jackaon^s, she waved her flag and cheered them. It 
IS stated that May QuantreU, a brave and loyal lady in another 
part of the city, did wave her flag in sight of the Confederates. 
It IS possible that there has been a blending of the two incidents. 

Up from the meadows rich with com. 
Clear in the cool September mom. 

The clustered spires of Frederick stand 
Green-walled by the hills of Maryland. 



> A STt-SLA VBIl r POEitS 

Boniid about them orchard!) sweep, 
Applii and pvuvh trcu fniilvd deep, 

Fair as the garden of the Lord 

To the eyes of the funuhed rebel bord*, 



On tliat pleasa."' ' • 

When Lee ma 


e early fall 
c niounUiin 


Over tkemotu 
Hone and foo 


5 down, 
ick town. 


Forty flags wit! 
Forii- flags with 


stars, 
onbazSi 



Flapjx<l in the morning wind : the sun 

Of noon looked down, and saw not one. 

Up rose old Barbara Frietchic then. 
Bowed with her fonrscore years and ten j 

Bravtst of all in Frederick town, 

She took up tiie flag the men hauled down ; 

In her attic window the staff she set, 
To show that one heart was loyal yet. 

Up the street came the rebel tread, 
Stonewall Jackson riding ahead. 



Under his slouched hat left and I'ight 
He glanced ; the old flay; met liia sight. 




Barbara Frietehie 
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^ Halt! ** — the dust-brown ranks stood fast 
"« File !" — out Uaaed the rifle4>last 

It shivered the window, pane and sash ; 
It rent the banner with seam and gash. 

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff 
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf. 

She leaned &r out on the window-siU, 
And shook it forth with a royal wilL 

^ Shoot, if you must, this old gray head. 
But spare your country's flag,'* she said. 

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame. 
Over the &ce of the leader came ; 

The nobler nature within him stirred 
To life at that woman's deed and word : 

** Who touches a hair of yon gray head 
Dies like a dog I March on I " he said. 

All day long through Frederick street 
Sounded the tread of marching feet : 

All day long that free flag tost 
Over l^e heads of the rebel host 

Ever its torn folds rose and fell 

On the loyal winds that loved it well ; 



I 

•i 



1 xor ner sake 

Over Barbara Fri( 
^ag of Freedom t 

Peace and order ai 
Bound thy symbol 

And ever the stars 
On % stars below 

186a 



^HAT THE 

The birds against the 
Hew northward, sini 

J^liey sang, "The hind 
Hm swords for oorn- 

"O^ld-birds, flying f„, 

We saw the mortar's np 
The sickened camp, tl 



» 
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In shrouds of moss, in cypress swamps, 
We saw your dead uncoffined lie. 

" We heard the starving prisoner's sighs, 
And saw, from line and trench, your sons 
Follow our flight with home-sick eyes 
Beyond the battery's smoking guns." 

'^ And heard and saw ye only wrong 

And pain," I cried, " O wing-worn flocks? 

" We heard," they sang, " the f reedman's song, 
The crash of Slavery's broken locks I 

" We saw from new, uprising States 

The treason-nursing mischief spumed, 
As, crowding Freedom's ample gates. 
The long-estranged and lost returned. 

** O'er dusky faces, seamed and old, 

And hands horn-hard with unpaid toil, 
With hope in every rustling fold. 
We saw your star-dropt flag uncoil. 



*' And struggling up through sounds accursed, 
A grateful murmur clomb the air ; 
A whisper scarcely heard at first. 
It filled the listening heavens with prayer. 

*' And sweet and far, as from a star, 
Replied a voice which shall not cease, 
Till, drowning all the noise of war. 
It sings the blessed song of peace I " 



Il 



^uc 10 : they left th 
And in the evenii: 

4>nV, 1864. 
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I A LEGEND OF "THE RED 

L 11& 

A STRONG and migi 
Calm, terrible, ai 

The cross in blende 
Upon his mantle 

Two captives by him 
Each on his broke 

Sang praise to God ^ 
The dead to life a^ 

Dropping his cross-w 
" Wear this,'' the . 

Take thou, O Freedo 
The white, the blue 
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And begged through all the land of France 
The ransom of the slave. 

The gates of tower and castle 

Before him open flew, 
The drawbridge at his coming fell. 

The door-bolt backward drew. 

For all men owned his errand, 

And paid his righteous tax ; 
And the hearts of lord and peasant 

Were in his hands as wax. 

At last, outboimd from Tunis, 

His bark her anchor weighed. 
Freighted with seven-score Christian souls 

Whose ransom he had paid. 

But, torn by Paynim hatred, 

Her sails in tatters hung ; 
And on the wild waves, rudderless, 

A shattered hulk she swung. 

^* God save us ! " cried the captain, 
^' For naught can man avail ; 
Oh, woe betide the ship that lacks 
Her rudder and her sail I 

*^ Behind us are the Moormen ; 
At sea we sink or strand : 
There 's death upon the water. 
There 's death upon the land I '* 




I ANTI-SLAVEliy PUHMS 

TbeD ii|i spake .Tolui de Miitha : 

" GoJ'b crrandfl nevor fail ! 
1'ukv thuu till; iDuitlu whk'li I i 

Aud laake i>( it » wiiL" 



They raised the orosa-uTought m&ntlc, 
Tlw ' the red; 

And I e wind oGf-shora 

1 a sped. 
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he seamen, 
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Is drULL 


Tuiy aca 
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Then up spake John de Matha : 

•' My uiai-iuLT.s, never foar ! 
Tlie Loi-d whose breath h;is filled her sail 
M:iy well our vessel steer ! "' 

So OH through storm and darkness 
They drove for weaiy Iiours ; 

And lo ! the third fjray morning slione 
On Ostia's friendly towers. 

And on the walls the watehers 

The ship of mcn'y knew, — 
They knew far off its holy cross, 

The red, the white, and blue. 

And the hells in all the steeples 

Rang out in glad aceoiil. 
To welcome home to Christian soil 

The ransomed of the Lord. 
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So runs the ancient legend 

By bard and painter told ; 
And lo I the cyde rounds again. 

The new is as the old I 

With rudder foully broken, 
And sails by traitors torn, 
Our country on a midnight sea 
Is waiting for the mom. 

Before her, nameless terror ; 

Behind, the pirate foe ; 
The clouds are black above her, 

The sea is white below. 

The hope of all who suffer. 

The dread of all who wrong, 
She drifts in darkness and in storm, 

How long, O Lord I how long ? 

But courage, O my mariners ! 

Ye shall not suffer wreck. 
While up to God the freedman's prayers 

Are rising from your deck. 

Is not your sail the banner 

Which God hath blest anew. 
The mantle that De Matha wore. 

The red, the white, the blue? 

Its hues are all of heaven, — 

The red of sunset's dye, 
The whiteness of the moon-lit doud. 

The blue of morning's sky. 



BMH^m 


AKTI-SlAVEltY POEitS ^^^H 


Wait dieerily, tken. nariiiMa, ■ 
For (tavUglit Bud fur law] ; ^H 

Tbe breath uf Uc<d u in ir<'ur mil, ^M 
Your nidau ii ni> baud. H 


Sail oD, Bail on, dacp-frei 
Willi bl-= '-^1 

Tbesatnta 
Are pal 


ighua ■ 
Ui hopes ; H 
iado<i7 baoda ■ 


Behind ;e 1 
I'plift tb. 

Before ye a 
Their beow 
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VkmVh L-riaiiils iK'viT fail! 
Shwji on tliriiii;,'li stunii and ilarkness. 
The timiukr aiul tlie hail ! 

Sail oil! The morning eomoth, 
The jKirt VI' Vft shall win ; 

Ami all the'bflls of (i.xl shall ring 
The good ship biavely in! 



Mh riii;^ nn til.' ]>^w«:ipj of the constitiition.il 
iiiR -lavcrv. Tlie r.'s.iliitiiin «M adopted by 
:'.!. ISi".. IV mlifi<>atmn l.v the requisite 
':ia aunmincpd He.'.'Iiibt'r 1^, ISu. 



It is (lone ! 
Clang of hf'U and roar of gun 
Send the tidings iij) and down. 
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How the belfries rock and reel ! 
How the great guns, peal on peal, 
Fling the joy from town to town ! 

Ring, O bells! 

Every stroke exulting tells 
Of the burial hour of crime. 

Loud and long, that all may hear, 

Ring for every listening ear 
Of Etemity and Time ! 

Let us kneel : 

God's own voice is in that peal, 
And this spot is holy ground. 

Lord, forgive us I What are we, 

That our eyes this glory see, 
That our ears have heard the sound I 

For the Lord 

On the whirlwind is abroad ; 
In the earthquake He has spoken ; 

He has smitten with His thunder 

The iron walls asunder. 
And the gates of brass are broken I 

Loud and long 
Lift the old exulting song ; 
Sing with Miriam by the sea, 
He has cast the mighty down ; 
Horse and rider sink and drown ; 
" He hath triumphed gloriously! " 

Did we dare, 
Li our agony of prayer, 



In tliis wond 
WLcn tlie 

And tlie wrat 

UJottei 

AH within 1 

Shall a frvshci 

I^'^'eer breatl 

As it rolls it 

On the dead ai: 

It is dor 

^n the circuit 

Shall the sound 

It shall bid tt 

It shall give t] 
It shall belt vrith 

Ring and 
-BeUs of joy ! , 
Send the sonir of 
** 'tn a soiii»i] ^ 
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HYMN 

FOB THE CELEBRATION OF EMANCIPATION AT NEW- 

BUBYPOBT. 

Not unto us who did but seek 

The word that burned within to speak, 

Not unto us this day belong 

The triumph and exultant song. 

Upon us fell in early youth 
The burden of unwelcome truth, 
And left us, weak and frail and few, 
The censor's painful work to do. 

Thenceforth our life a fight became. 
The air we breathed was hot with blame ; 
For not with gauged and softened tone 
We made the bondman's cause our own. 

We bore, as Freedom's hope forlorn, 
The private hate, the public scorn ; 
Yet held through all the paths we trod 
Our faith in man and trust in God. 

We prayed and hoped ; but still, with awe, 
The coming of the sword we saw ; 
We heard the nearing steps of doom. 
We saw the shade of things to come. 

In grief which they alone can feel 
Who from a mother's wrong appeal, 

TOL. m. 17 




For still willitu htT lioofic of life 
We marked the luriil iti^ of Ktrife, 
And, {MiisoDin^ and imbitteriug oU, 
Wc saw tl"> «i«r "f Wormwood fall. 

Deep as ir ber became 

Oar Iiab t wrought ber Ahame^ I 

Aud if, ilh toDgu« and pea 

We erru. «re but mortal c 



We hope^ .« w ; our eyes survey 
The blood-red u* d of Freedom's day : 
Wt- (irayed for la>o to loosfi the chiiin ; 
*T is shorn by b;iltic"s axe in twiii.i 1 

Nor skill nor strength nor zeal of ours 
Iliis milled am! heavud the hostile towers ; 
N<it by our hands is tnniiil thu key 
That sets the sighing eaptlvt's fi-ee. 

A redder sea than Egypt's wave 
Is piled and parted for the slave ; 
A darker elond moves on in Iii;ht ; 
A fiercer fire is guide by night! 

The praise, O Lord ! is Tlune alone, 
In Thy own way Thy work is done f 
Our poor gifts at Thy feet we east. 
To whom be glory, fii-st and last ! 
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AFTER THE WAR. 
THE PEACE AUTUMN. 

Written for the £^z County Agrionltoial Festiyal, 1865. 

Thank God for rest, where none molest, 

And none can make afraid ; 
For Peace that sits as Plenty's guest 

Beneath the homestead shade I 

Bring pike and gun, the sword's red scourge. 

The negro's broken chains. 
And beat them at the blacksmith's forge 

To ploughshares for our plains. 

Alike henceforth our hills of snow, 
And vales where cotton flowers ; 

All streams that flow, all winds that blow, 
Are Freedom's motive-powers. 

Henceforth to Labor's chivalry 

Be knightly honors paid ; 
For nobler than the sword's shall be 

The sickle's accolade. 

Build up an altar to the Lord, 

O grateful hearts of ours ! 
And shape it of the greenest sward 

That ever drank the showers. 

Lay all the bloom of gardens there, 
And there the orchard fruits ; 
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Then shall the Union's mother-heart 
Her lost and wandering ones recall, 
Forgiving and restoring all,- 

And Freedom break her marble trance 
Above the Capitolian dome, 
Stretch hands, and bid ye welcome home ! 

November, 1865. 



THE HIVE AT GETTYSBURG. 

In the old Hebrew myth the lion's frame. 

So terrible alive, 
Bleached by the desert's sun and wind, became 

The wandering wild bees' hive ; 
And he who, lone and naked-handed, tore 

Those jaws of death apart. 
In after time drew forth their honeyed store 

To strengthen his strong heart. 

Dead seemed the legend : but it only slept 

To wake beneath our sky ; 
Just on the spot whence ravening Treason crept 

Back to its lair to die. 
Bleeding and torn from Freedom's mountain 
bounds, 

A stained and shattered drum 
Is now the hive where, on their flowery rounds. 

The wild bees go and come. 

Unchallenged by a ghostly sentinel. 
They wander wide and far. 
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Reading the words of Jesus, 

Singing the songs of David. 
Behold I — the dumb lips speaking, 

The blind eyes seeing I 
Bones of the Prophet's vision 

Wanned into being ! 

Transformed he saw them passing 

Their new life's portal I 
Almost it seemed the mortal 

Put on the immortal 
No more with the beasts of burden. 

No more with stone and clod, 
But cro'wned with glory and honor 

In the image of God I 

There was the human chattel 

Its manhood taking ; 
There, in each dark, bronze statue, 

A soul was waking I 
The man of many battles. 

With tears his eyelids pressing. 
Stretched over those dusky foreheads 

His one-armed blessing. 

And he said : ^^ Who hears can never 

Fear for or doubt you ; 
What shall I tell the children 

Up North about you ? " 
Then ran round a whisper, a murmur. 

Some answer devising ; 
And a little boy stood up : ^^ General, 

Tell 'em we 're rising ! " 
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Take the worn frame, that rested not 

Save in a martyr's grave ; 
The care-lined face, that none forgot, 

Bent to the kneeling slave. 

Let man be free I The mighty word 

He spake was not his own ; 
An impulse from the Highest stirred 

These chiselled lips alone. 

The cloudy sign, the fiery guide, 

Along his pathway ran. 
And Nature, through his voice, denied 

The ownership of man. 

We rest in peace where these sad eyes 

Saw peril, strife, and pain ; 
His was the nation's sacrifice. 

And ours the priceless gain. 

O symbol of God's will on earth 

As it is done above ! 
Bear witness to the cost and worth 

Of justice and of love. 

Stand in thy place and testify 

To coming ages long, 
That truth is stronger than a lie. 

And righteousness than wrong. 
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GARRISON. 

The earliest poem in this diyisioii was my yoathfnl tribute to 
the g^ieat reformer when himself a young man he was first souid- 
ing his trumpet in Essex County. I close with the verses in- 
scribed to him at the end of his earthly career, May 24, 1879. 
My poetical service in the cause of freedom is thus almost synchro- 
nous with his life of devotion to the same cause. 

Th£ storm and peril overpast, 

The hounding hatred shamed and stiU, 

Go, soul of freedom ! take at last 
The place which thou alone canst fill. 

Confirm the lesson taught of old — 
Life saved for self is lost, while they 

Who lose it in His service hold 
The lease of God's eternal day. 

Not for thyself, but for the slave 

Thy words of thunder shook the world ; 

No selfish griefs or hatred gave 

The strength wherewith tiiy bolts were burled. 

From lips that Sinai's trumpet blew 

We heard a tender under song ; 
Thy very wrath from pity grew, 

From love of man thy hate of wrong. 

Now past and present are as one ; 

The life below is life above ; 
Thy mortal years have but beg^ 

Thy immortality of love. 



Its own exi 



Go up and on 

Its nioj-nin^' 

Arise to triuni 

To holier tai 

Go, leave beliii 
Tlje work be 

With the white 
^o service su 

Wherever wron^ 
Or suffering gj 

Be thine a voice 
^ hand to set I 



I, I 



SONGS OF LABOR AND REFORM 



THE QUAKER OF THE OLDEN TIME, 

The Quaker of the olden time ! 

How calm and firm and true, 
Unspotted by its wrong and crime. 

He walked the dark earth through. 
The lust of power, the love of gain, 

The thousand lures of sin 
Around him, had no power to stain 

The purity within. 

With that deep insight which detects 

All great things in the small. 
And knows how each man's life affects 

The spiritual life of all. 
He walked by faith and not by sight, 

By love and not by law ; 
The presence of the wrong or right 

He rather felt than saw. 

He felt that wrong with wrong pai*takes. 

That nothing stands alone. 
That whoso gives the motive, makes 

His brother's sin his own. 
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Oh, ideal of my boyhood's time ! 

The faith in which my father stood, 
Even when the sons of Lust and Crime 

Had stained thy peaceful courts with blood I 

Still to those courts my footsteps turn, 

For through the mists which darken there, 

I see the flame of Freedom bum, — 
The Kebla of the patriot's prayer t 

The generous feeling, pure and warm. 
Which owns the right of all divine ; 

The pitying heart, the helping arm. 
The prompt self-sacrifice, are thine. 

Beneath thy broad, impartial eye, 

How fade the lines of caste and birth I 

How equal in their suffering Ue 
The groaning multitudes of earth ! 

Still to a stricken brother true, 

Whatever clime hath nurtured him ; 

As stooped to heal the wounded Jew 
The worshipper of Gerizim. 

By misery unrepelled, unawed 

By pomp or power, thou seest a Man 
In prince or peasant, slave or lord, 
' Pale priest, or swarthy artisan. 

Through all disguise, form, place, or name, 
Beneath the flaunting robes of sin. 

Through poverty and squalid shame, 
Thou lookest on the man within. 

tOL.IIL 18 
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On Duii, aa mau, retaioii^ yet, 

Honu'cr tlebaaed, and Miled, and dim. 

The crown upon his forehead set, 
The immortttl gift of UotI to him. 

And there ia revereuce in thy look ; 

For that frail form vrhioh mortals wear 
The SpiHt ot i. 

And veiled ghtaeas there. 
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Thy mission to a world of woe. 



That voii-e's eclio hath not died \ 
From tin- bhte kku of Galilee, 

And T:ibor's loiifly nioiuitaiu-side. 
It calls a stru^liug world to thee. 

Thy name and watchword o'er tliis land 
I hear in every hreeze that stirs, 

And round a. tliou.saDd altars stand 
Thy banded party worshippers. 

Not to these altars of a day. 

At party's c.ill, my gift I bring ; 

But on thy olden shrine 1 lay 
A freeman's dearest oifering : 
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The voiceless utterance of his will, — 
His pledge to Freedom and to Truth, 

That manhood's heart remembers still 
The homage of his generous youth. 

Eieetion Bay, 1841. 



THE GALLOWS. 

Written on reading pamphlets pablished by clergymen against 
the abolition of the gallows. 

I. 

The suns of eighteen centuries have shone 

Since the Redeemer walked with man, and made 

The fisher's boat, the cavern's floor of stone. 
And mountain moss, a pillow for His head ; 

And He, who wandered with the peasant Jew, 
And broke with publicans the bread of shame, 
AxkA, drank with blessings, in His Father's name, 

The water which Samaria's outcast drew, 

Hath now His temples upon every shore. 

Altar and shrine and priest ; and incense dim 
Evermore rising, with low prayer and hymn, 

From lips which press the temple's marble floor, 

Or kiss the gilded sign of the dread cross He bore. 

Yet as of old, when, meekly ^^ doing good," 
He fed a blind and selfish multitude. 
And even the poor companions of His lot 
With their dim earthly vision knew Him not, 

How ill are His high teachings understood ! 
Where He hath spoken Liberty, the priest 

At His own altar binds the chain anew ; 
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New England's scaffold, and the priestly sneer 
Which mocked its victims in that hour of fear, 

When guilt itself a human tear might claim, — 
Bear witness, Thou wronged and merciful One ! 
That Earth's most hateful crimes have in Thy 
name been done ! 

IV. 

Thank God ! that I have lived to see the time 
When the great truth begins at last to find 
An utterance from the deep heart of mankind, 
Earnest and clear, that all Revenge is Crime, 
That man is holier than a creed, that all 

Restraint upon him must consult his good, 
Hope's sunshine linger on his prison wall. 

And Love look in upon his solitude. 
The beautiful lesson which our Saviour taught 
Through long, dark centuries its way hath wrought 
Into the common mind and popular thought ; 
And words, to which by Galilee's lake shore 
The humble fishers listened with hushed oar. 
Have found an echo in the general heart. 
And of the public faith become a living part. 

V. 

Who shall arrest this tendency ? Bring back 
The cells of Venice and the bigot's rack ? 
Harden the softening human heart again 
To cold indifference to*a brother's pain ? 
Ye most unhappy men I who, turned away 
From the mild sunshine of the Gospel day. 

Grope in the shadows of Man's twilight time. 
What mean ye, that with ghoul-like zest ye brood, 
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Let the St;itc seaffolil rise again ; 

Dill Frecioiii die when RusseU died? 
Foi^et yc how llic lilood of Vane 

From earth's green bosom cried ? 

The great Iiearts of your olden time 
Are Iwating with you, full and strong ; 

All holy inomories and sublime 
And glorious round ye throng. 
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The bluff, bold men of Bonnymede 
Are with ye 8tm in times like these ; 

The shades of England's mighty dead, 
Your cloud of witnesses ! 

The truths ye urge are borne abroad 

By every wind and every tide ; 
The voice of Nature and of God 

Speaks out upon your side. 

The weapons which your hands have found 
Are those which Heaven itself has wrought, 

Light, Truth, and Love ; your battle-ground 
The free, broad field of Thought. 

No partial, selfish purpose breaks 
The simple beauty of your plan. 

Nor lie from throne or altar shakes 
Your steady faith in man. 

The languid pulse of England starts 

And bounds beneath your words of power, 

The beating of her million hearts 
Is with you at this hour ! 

O ye who, with imdoubting eyes. 

Through present cloud and gathering storm, 
fiehold the span of Freedom's skies. 

And sunshine soft and warm ; 

Press bravely onward ! not in vain 
Your generous trust in human-kind ; 

The good which bloodshed could not gain 
Your peaceful zeal shall find. 
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Again from careless feet the dew 

Of summer's misty mom he shook ; 
Again with meriy heart he threw 

His light line in the rippling brook. 
Back crowded all his school-day joys ; 

He urged the ball and quoit again, 
And heard the shout of laughing boys 

Come ringing down the walnut glen. 
Again he felt the western breeze, 

With scent of flowers and crisping hay ; 
And down again through wind-stirred trees 

He saw the quivering sunlight play. 
An angel in home's vine-hung door, 
He saw his sister smile once more ; 
Once more the truant's brown-locked head 
Upon his mother's knees was laid. 
And sweetly lulled to slumber there, 
With evening's holy hymn and prayer I 

n. 

He woke. At once on heart and brain 
The present Terror rushed again ; 
Clanked on his limbs the felon's chain ! 
He woke, to hear the church-tower tell 
Time's footfall on the conscious bell. 
And, shuddering, feel that clanging din 
His life's last hour had ushered in ; 
To see within his prison-yard. 
Through the small window, iron barred, 
The gallows shadow rising dim 
Between the sunrise heaven and him ; 
A horror in God's blessed air ; 
A blackness in his morning light ; 
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And held a writhing world in check 

By that fell cord about its neck ; 

Stifled Sedition's rising shout, 

Choked the young breath of Freedom out, 

And timely checked the words which sprung 

From Heresy's forbidden tongue ; 

While in its noose of terror bound, 

The Church its cherished union found. 

Conforming, on the Moslem plan. 

The motley-colored mind of man. 

Not by the Koran and the Sword, 

But by the Bible and the Cord I 

VI. 

O Thou ! at whose rebuke the grave 
Back to warm life its sleeper gave, 
Beneath whose sad and tearful glance 
The cold and changed countenance 
Broke the still horror of its trance. 
And, waking, saw with joy above, 
A brother's face of tenderest love ; 
Thou, unto whom the blind and lame. 
The sorrowing and the sin-sick came. 
And from Thy very garment's hem 
Drew life and healing unto them, 
The burden of Thy holy faith 
Was love and life, not hate and death ; 
Man's demon ministers of pain. 

The fiends of his revenge, were sent 
From thy pure Gospel's element 
To their dark home again. 
Thy name is Love ! What, then, is he. 
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Cant not tlie eloiided gem away, 
Qiieneli not tlie dim bnt living ray, — 

My l>rotlier man. ltewai-c ! 
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IV. 

He saw the victim's tortared brow, 

The sweat of angaish starting there, 
The record of a nameless woe 

In the dim eye's imploring stare, 

Seen hideous through the long, damp hair, — 
Fingers of ghastly skin and bone 
Working and writhing on the stone I 
And heard, by mortal terror wrung 
From heaving breast and stiffened tongue. 

The choking sob and low hoarse prayer ; 
As o'er his half-crazed fancy came 
A vision of the eternal flame. 
Its smoking cloud of agonies. 
Its demon-worm that never dies. 
The everlasting rise and fall 
Of fire- waves round the infernal wall ; 
While high above that dark red flood. 
Black, giant-like, the gallows stood ; 
Two busy fiends attending there : 
One with cold mocking rite and prayer. 
The other with impatient grasp, 
Tightening the death-rope's strangling clasp. 

y. 

The imf elt rite at length was done, 

The prayer unheard at length was said. 

An hour had passed : the noonday sun 
Smote on the features of the dead ! 

And he who stood the doomed beside, 

Calm ganger of the swelling tide 
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The coarse mechanic vesture wore, 

A poor man toiling with the poor, 

In labor, as in prayer, fulfilling the same law. 
1850. 



THE SHOEMAKERS. 

Ho ! workers of the old time styled 

The Gentle Craft of Leather ! 
Young brothers of the ancient guild. 

Stand forth once more together ! 
Call out again your long array, 

In the olden merry manner ! 
Once more, on gay St. Crispin's day. 

Fling out your blazoned banner ! 

Bap, rap ! upon the well-worn stone 

How falls the polished hammer ! 
Bap, rap ! the measured sound has grown 

A quick and merry clamor. 
Now shape the sole ! now deftly curl 

The glossy vamp around it, 
And bless the while the bright-eyed girl 

Whose gentle fingers bound it ! 

For you, along the Spanish main 

A hundred keels are ploughing ; 
For you, the Indian on the plain 

His lasso-coil is throwing ; 
For you, deep glens with hemlock dark 

The woodman's fire is lighting ; 
For you, upon the oak's gray bark. 

The woodman's axe is smiting. 
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And England's priestcraft shakes to hear 
Of Fox's leathern breeches. 

The foot is yours ; where'er it falls. 

It treads your well-wrought leather, 
On earthen floor, in marble halls, 

On carpet, or on heather. 
Still there the sweetest charm is found 

Of matron grace or vestal's. 
As Hebe's foot bore nectar round 

Among the old celestials ! 

Rap, rap ! — your stout and blufiE brogan. 

With footsteps slow and weary. 
May wander where the sky's blue span 

Shuts down upon the prairie. 
On Beauty's foot your slippers glance, 

By Saratoga's fountains. 
Or twinkle down the summer dance 

Beneath the Crystal Mountains ! 

The red brick to the mason's hand. 

The brown earth to the tiller's. 
The shoe in yours shall wealth conmiand, 

Like fairy Cinderella's ! 
As they who shunned the household maid 

Beheld the crown upon her. 
So all shall see your toil repaid 

With hearth and home and honor. 

Then let the toast be freely quaffed. 
In water cool and brimming, — 
^^ All honor to the good old Craft, 
Its merry men and women! " 



THE FISHERMEN 295 

And the noisy murr are flying, 
Like black scuds, overhead ; 

Where in mist the rock is hiding, 

And the sharp reef lurks below, 
And the white squall smites in summer. 

And the autumn tempests blow ; 
Where, through gray and rolling vapor. 

From evening unto morn, 
A thousand boats are hailing, 

Horn answering unto horn. 

Hurrah ! for the Red Island, 

With the white cross on its crown I 
Hurrah ! for Meccatina, 

And its mountains bare and brown I 
Where the Caribou's tall antlers 

O'er the dwarf-wood freely toss, 
And the footstep of the Mickmack 

Has no sound upon the moss. 

There we 'U drop our lines, and gather 

Old Ocean's treasures in. 
Where'er the mottled mackerel 

Turns up a steel-dark fin. 
The sea 's our field of harvest, 

Its scaly tribes our grain ; 
We '11 reap the teeming waters 

As at home they reap the plain I 

Our wet hands spread the carpet. 

And light the hearth of home ; 
From our fish, as in the old time. 

The silver coin shall come. 
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THE LUMBERMEN. 

Wildly round our woodland quarters 

Sad-voiced Autumn grieves ; 
Thickly down these swelling waters 

Float his fallen leaves. 
Through the tall and naked timber, 

Column-like and old, 
Gleam the sunsets of November, 

From their skies of gold. 

O'er us, to the southland heading. 

Screams the gray wild-goose ; 
On the night-frost sounds the treading 

Of the brindled moose. 
Noiseless creeping, while we 're sleeping. 

Frost his task-work plies ; 
Soon, his icy bridges heaping. 

Shall our log-piles rise. 

When, with sounds of smothered thunder. 

On some night of rain. 
Lake and river break asunder 

Winter's weakened chain, 
Down the wild March flood shall bear them 

To the saw-mill's wheel, 
Or where Steam, the slave, shall tear them 

With his teeth of steel. 

Be it starlight, be it moonlight, 
In these vales below. 
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Make we here our camp of winter; 

And, through sleet and snow, 
Pitchy knot and beechen splinter 

On our hearth shall glow. 
Here, with mirth to lighten duty. 

We shall lack alone 
Woman's smile and girlhood's beauty. 

Childhood's lisping tone. 

But their hearth is brighter burning 

For our toil to-day ; 
And the welcome of returning 

Shall our loss repay, 
When, like seamen from the waters, 

From the woods we come, 
Greeting sisters, wives, and daughters, 

Angels of our home ! 

Not for us the measured ringing 

From the village spire. 
Not for us the Sabbath singmg 

Of the sweet-voiced choir : 
Ours the old, majestic temple. 

Where God's brightness shines 
Down the dome so grand and ample. 

Propped by lofty pines ! 

Through each branch-enwoven skylight, 

Speaks He in the breeze. 
As of old beneath the twilight 

Of lost Eden's trees ! 
For His ear, the inward feeling 

Needs no outward tongue ; 



. I 






On our ri 

Far sliij)s w 

Of our \v 

Sl>ij)8, wlios< 

i^leak and 

WitJi tlie cit 

^f a dime 

To our frosts 

Of eternal 

In our laj) of 

Troj)ie fmit 

Cheerly, on tli, 

Let the sunl 

Better tJian tlu 

Or the glean 

Strike : M^ith 

Freer sun an. 

And the lon^r-hi 

I'ooks, with V 



I^Oud l)plii'n,] „. 



THE LUMBERMEN 301 

Here her virgin lap with treasures 

Shall the green earth fill ; 
Waving wheat and golden maize-ears 

Crown each beechen hill. 

Keep who will the city's alleys, 

Take the smooth-shorn plain ; 
Give to us the cedam valleys, 

Rocks and hills of Maine ! 
In our North-land, wild and woody, 

Let us still have part : 
Rugged nurse and mother sturdy. 

Hold us to thy heart ! 

Oh, our free hearts beat the warmer 

For thy breath of snow ; 
And our tread is all the firmer 

For thy rocks below. 
Freedom, hand in hand with labor, 

Walketh strong and brave ; 
On the forehead of his neighbor 

No man writeth Slave I 

Lo, the day breaks I old Katahdin's 

Pine-trees show its fires. 
While from these dim forest gardens 

Rise their blackened spires. 
Up, my comrades ! up and doing ! 

Manhood's rugged play 
Still renewing, bravely hewing 

Through the world our way ! 
1845. 
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Lay rib to rib and beam to beam, 

And drive the treenails free ; 
Nor faithless joint nor yawning seam 

Shall tempt the searching sea I 

Where'er the keel of our good ship 

The sea*s rough field shall plough ; 
Where'er her tossing spars shall drip 

With salt-spray caught below ; 
That ship must heed her master's beck, 

Her helm obey his hand, 
And seamen tread her reeling deck 

As if they trod the land. 

Her oaken ribs the vulture-beak 

Of Northern ice may peel ; 
The sunken rock and coral peak 

May grate along her keel ; 
And know we well the painted shell 

We give to wind and wave. 
Must float, the sailor's citadel. 

Or sink, the sailor's grave ! 

Ho ! strike away the bars and blocks. 

And set the good ship free ! 
Why lingers on these dusty rocks 

The young bride of the sea ? 
Look! how she moves adown the grooves. 

In graceful beauty now ! 
How lowly on the breast she loves 

Sinks down her virgin prow ! 

God bless her ! wheresoe'er the breeze 
Her snowy wing shall fan. 
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The wliite fog of the wayside pool 
Is creeping slowly o'er us. 

The night is falling, comrades mine, 

Our footsore beasts are weary, 
And through yon elms the tavern sign 

Looks out upon us cheeiy. 
The landlord beckons from his door, 

His beechen fire is glowing ; 
These ample bams, with feed in store. 

Are fiUed to overflowing. 

From many a valley frowned across 

By brows of rugged mountains ; 
From hillsides where, through spongy moss, 

Gush out the river fountains ; 
From quiet farm-fields, green and low. 

And bright with blooming clover ; 
From vales of corn the wandering crow 

No richer hovers over ; 

Day after day our way has been 

O'er many a hill and hollow ; 
By lake and stream, by wood and glen, 

Our stately drove we follow. 
Through dust-clouds rising thick and dun, 

As smoke of battle o'er us. 
Their white horns glisten in the sun, 

Like plumes and crests before us. 

We see them slowly climb the hill. 
As slow behind it sinking ; 

▼OL. m. 20 
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We Ve sought them where, in warmest nooks, 

The freshest feed is growing, 
By sweetest springs and clearest brooks 

Through honeysuckle flowing ; 
Wherever hillsides, sloping south. 

Are bright with early grasses. 
Or, tracking green the lowland's drouth, 

The mountain streamlet passes. 

But now the day is closing cool, 

The woods are dim before us, 
The white fog of the wayside pool 

Is creeping slowly o'er us. 
The cricket to the frog's bassoon 

His shrillest time is keeping ; 
The sickle of yon setting moon 

The meadow-mist is reaping. 

The night is falling, comrades mine. 

Our footsore beasts are weary, 
And through yon elms the tavern sign 

Looks out upon us cheery. 
To-morrow, eastward with our charge 

We 'U go to meet the dawning. 
Ere yet the pines of Kearsarge 

Have seen the sun of morning. 

When snow-flakes o'er the frozen earth, 

Instead of birds, are flitting ; 
When children throng the glowing hearth, 

And quiet wives are knitting; 
While in the fii*e-light strong and clear 

Young eyes of pleasure glisten. 
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And all that quiet afternoon, slow sloping to the 

night, 
He wove with golden shuttle the haze with yellow 

Kght; 
Slanting through the painted beeches, he glorified 

the hill; 
And, beneath it, pond and meadow lay brighter, 

greener stilL 

And shouting boys in woodland haunts caught 

glimpses of that sky, 
Flecked by the many-tinted leaves, and laughed, 

they knew not why ; 
And school-girls, gay with aster-flowers, beside the 

meadow brooks. 
Mingled the glow of autumn with the sunshine of 

sweet looks. 

From spire and bam looked westerly the patient 
weathercocks ; 

But even the birches on the hill stood motionless 
as rocks. 

No sound was in the woodlands, save the squirrel's 
dropping shell. 

And the yellow leaves among the boughs, low rust- 
ling as they fell. 

The summer grains were harvested ; the stubble- 
fields lay dry. 

Where June winds rolled, in light and shade, the 
pale green waves of rye ; 
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creaking wain 
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and fjiain ; 
Till hi-oad and red, as wJien he rose, the sun sank 

down, at last. 
And like a merry guest's farewell, the day in 

brightness |iassed. 

Anil lo I as throngh the western pines, on meadow, 
stream, and pond, 

Flamed the red radiance of a sky, set all afire be- 
yond. 

Slowly o'er the eastern sea-bUiffs a milder glory 

And the sunset and the moonrise were mingled into 
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As thus into the quiet night the twilight lapsed 

away, 
And deeper in the brightening moon the tranquil 

shadows lay ; 
From many a brown old farm-house, and hamlet 

without name. 
Their milking and their home-tasks done, the 

merry buskers came. 

Swung o*er the heaped-up harvest, from pitchforks 

in the mow, 
Shone dimly down the lanterns on the pleasant 

scene below ; 

Tha growing pile of husks behind, the golden ears 

before. 
And laughing eyes and busy hands and brown 

cheeks glimmering o'er. 

Half hidden, in a quiet nook, serene of look and 

heart. 
Talking their old times over, the old men sat 

apart; 
While up and down the unhusked pile, or nestling 

in its shade. 
At hide-and-seek, with laugh and shout, the happy 

children played. 

Urged by the good host's daughter, a maiden young 

and fair. 
Lifting to light her sweet blue eyes and pride of 

soft brown hair, 
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All through the long, bright days of June 

Its leaves grew green and fair, 
And waved in hot midBummer's noon 

Its soft and yellow hair. 

And now, with autumn's moonlit eves. 

Its harvest-time has come, 
We pluck away the frosted leaves, 

And bear the treasure home. 

There, when the snows about us drift. 

And winter winds are cold, 
Fair hands the broken grain shall sift, 

And knead its meal of gold. 

Let vapid idlers loll in silk 

Around their costly board ; 
Give us the bowl of samp and milk, 

By homespun beauty poured ! 

Where'er the wide old kitchen hearth 

Sends up its smoky curls. 
Who will not thank the kindly earth. 

And bless our farmer girls I 

Then shame on all the proud and vain. 

Whose folly laughs to scorn 
The blessing of our hardy grain. 

Our wealth of golden com I 

Let earth withhold her goodly root, 
Let mildew blight the rye. 
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Leaned on his staff, and wept to find 
His seat o'erthrown. 

Young Romance raised his dreamy eyes, 
O'erhung with paly locks of gold, — 
" Why smite," he asked in sad surprise, 
"The fair, the old?" 

Yet louder rang the Strong One's stroke. 

Yet nearer flashed his axe's gleam ; 
Shuddering and sick of heart I woke, 
As from a dream. 

I looked : aside the dust-cloud rolled. 

The Waster seemed the Builder too ; 
Upspringing from the ruined Old 
I saw the New. 

'T was but the ruin of the bad, — 

The wasting of the wrong and ill ; 
Whate'er of good the old time had 
Was living still. 

Calm grew the brows of him I feared ; 

The frown which awed me passed away. 
And left behind a smile which cheered 
Like breaking day. 

The grain grew green on battle-plains. 

O'er swarded war-mounds grazed the cow ; 
The slave stood forging from his chains 
The spade and plough. 
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And fresher life the world shall draw 
From their decay. 

Oh, backward-looking son of time I 

The new is old, the old is new, 
The cycle of a change sublime 

Still sweeping through. 

So wisely taught the Indian seer ; 

Destroying Seva, forming Brahm, 
Who wake by turns Earth's love and fear, 
Are one, the same. 

Idly as thou, in that old day 

Thou mournest, did thy sire repine ; 
So, in his time, thy child grown gray 
Shall sigh for thine. 

But Uf e shaU on and upward go ; 

Th' eternal step of Progress beats 
To that great anthem, calm and slow. 
Which God repeats. 

Take heart I the Waster builds again, — 

A charmed life old Goodness hath ; 
The tares may perish, but the grain 
Is not for death. 

Gt>d works in all things ; all obey 

His first propulsion from the night : 
Wake thou and watch ! the world is gray 
With morning light ! 
1846. 
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Like tipplers answering Father Mathew's call ; 
The sullen Spaniard, and the mad-cap Gaul, 
The bull-dog Briton, yielding but with life, 
The Yankee swaggering with his bowie-knife, 
The Russ, from banquets with the vulture shared. 
The blood still dripping from his amber beard, 
Quitting their mad Berserker dance to hear 
The dull, meek droning of a drab-coat seer ; 
Leaving the sport of Presidents and Kings, 
Where men for dice each titled gambler flings. 
To meet alternate on the Seine and Thames, 
For tea and gossip, like old country dames ! 
No ! let the cravens plead the weakling's cant. 
Let Cobden cipher, and let Vincent rant. 
Let Sturge preach peace to democratic throngs. 
And Burritt, stammering through his hundred 

tongues, 
Repeat, in all, his ghostly lessons o'er. 
Timed to the pauses of the battery's roar ; 
Check Ban or Kaiser with the barricade 
Of '^ Olive-leaves " and Resolutions made. 
Spike guns with pointed Scripture-texts, and hope 
To capsize navies with a windy trope ; 
Still shall the glory and the pomp of War 
Along their train the shouting millions draw ; 
Still dusty Labor to the passing Brave 
His cap shall doff, and ^Beauty's kerchief wave ; 
Still shall the bard to Valor tyine his song. 
Still Hero-worship kneel before the Strong ; 
Rosy and sleek, the sable-gowned divine. 
O'er his third bottle of«*suggestive wine. 
To plumed and sworded auditors, shall prove 
Their trade accordant with the Law of Love ; 
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Through the hot sand-gleam, looming soft and calm 
On the sky's rim, the fountain-shading palm. 
Still lives for Earth, which fiends so long have trod, 
The great hope resting on the truth of God, — 
Evil shall cease and Violence pass away. 
And the tired world breathe free through a long 
Sabbath day. 

WA mo., 1848. 



THE PRISONER FOR DEBT. 

Before the law authorizing imprisonment for debt had been 
abolished in Massachusetts, a revolutionary pensioner was confined 
in Charlestown jail for a debt of fourteen dollars^ and on the 
fourth of July was seen waving a handkerchief from the ban of 
his ceU in honor of the day. 

Look on him ! through his dungeon grate. 

Feebly and cold, the morning light 
Comes stealing round him, dim and late, 

As if it loathed the sight. 
Reclining on his strawy bed, 
His hand upholds his drooping head ; 
His bloodless cheek is seamed and hard, 
Unshorn his gray, neglected beard ; 
And o'er his bony fingers flow 
His long, dishevelled locks of snow. 

No grateful fire before him glows, 
And yet the winter's breath is chill ; 

And o'er his half-clad person goes 
The frequent ague thrill ! 

Silent, save ever and anon, 

A sound, half murmur and half groan, 

VOL. lU. 21 
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It must be joy, in sooth, to see 
Yon monument upreared to thee ; 
Piled granite and a prison cell, — 
The land repays thy service well ! 

Go, ring the bells and fire the guns. 
And fling the starry banner out ; 

Shout " Freedom ! " till your lisping ones 
Give back their cradle-shout ; 

Let boastful eloquence declaim 

Of honor, Uberty, and fame ; 

Still let the poet's strain be heard. 

With glory for each second word, 

And everything with breath agree 

To praise " our glorious liberty ! " 

But when the patron cannon jars 
That prison's cold and gloomy wall. 

And through its grates the stripes and stars 
Sise on the wind, and fall. 

Think ye that prisoner's aged ear 

Rejoices in the general cheer ? 

Think ye his dim and failing eye 

Is kindled at your pageantry ? 

Sorrowing of soul, and chained of limb. 

What is your carnival to him ? 

Down with the law that binds him thus ! 

Unworthy freemen, let it find 
No refuge from the withering curse 

Of God and human-kind ! 
Open the prison's living tomb. 
And usher from its brooding gloom 
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And beauty smiles, new risen from the spray, 

And Dian weeps once more ; 
Where every tongue in Smyrna's mart resounds ; 

And Stamboul from the sea 
Lifts her tall minarets over burial-grounds 

Black with the cypress-tree ! 

From Malta's temples to the gates of Bome, 

Following the track of Paul, 
And where the Alps gird round the Switzer's home 

Their vast, eternal wall ; 
They paused not by the ruins of old time, 

They scanned no pictures rare. 
Nor lingered where the snow-locked mountains 
climb 

The cold abyss of air ! 

But unto prisons, where men lay in chains, 

To haunts where Hunger pined. 
To kings and courts forgetful of the pains 

And wants of human-kind. 
Scattering sweet words, and quiet deeds of geod. 

Along their way, like flowers. 
Or pleading, as Christ's freemen only could, 

With princes and with powers ; 

Their single aim the purpose to fulfil 

Of Truth, from day to day, 
Simply obedient to its guiding will. 

They held their pilgrim way. 
Tet dream not, hence, the beautiful and old 

Were wasted on their sight. 
Who in the school of Christ had learned to hold 

All outward things aright. 
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God's witnesses ; the voices of His will, 
Heard in the slow march of the centuries still ! 
Such were the men at whose rebuking frown, 
Dark with God's wrath, the tyrant's knee went 

down; 
Such from the terrors of the guilty drew 
The vassal's freedom and the poor man's due. 

St. Anselm (may he rest forevermore 

In Heaven's sweet peace !) forbade, of old, the 
sale 

Of men as slaves, and from the sacred pale 
Hurled the Northumbrian buyers of the poor. 
To ransom souls from bonds and evil fate 
St. Ambrose melted down the sacred plate, — 
Image of saint, the chalice, and the pix. 
Crosses of gold, and silver candlesticks. 
^^Man is worth more than temples I " he replied 
To such as came his holy work to chide. 
And brave Cesarius, sti*ipping altars bare. 

And coining from the Abbey's golden hoard 
The captive's freedom, answered to the prayer 

Or threat of those whose fierce zeal for the 
Lord 
Stifled their love of man, — " An earthen dish 

The last sad supper of the Master bore : 
Most miserable sifiners ! do ye wish 

More than your Lord, and grudge His dying 
poor 
What your own pride and not His need requires ? 

Souls, than these shining gauds. He values more ; 
Mercy, not sacrifice. His heart desires ! " 
O faithful worthies ! resting far behind 
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TO PIUS IX. 

The writer of these lines is no enemy of Catholics. He has, on 
more than one occasion, exposed himself to the censnres of his 
Protestant brethren, by his strenuous endeavors to proonre im- 
denmification for the owners of the convent destroyed near Bos- 
ton. He defended the cause of the Irish patriots long before it 
had become popular in this country ; and he was one of the first 
to urge the most liberal aid to the suffering and starving popula- 
tion of the Catholic island. The severity of hb language finds its 
ample apology in the reluctant confession of one of the most emi- 
nent Romish priests, the eloquent and devoted Father Ventura. 

The cannon's brazen lips are cold ; 

No red shell blazes down the air ; 
And street and tower, and temple old, 

Are silent as despair. 

The Lombard stands no more at bay, 

Rome's fresh young life has bled in vain ; 

The ravens scattered by the day 
Come back with night again. 

Now, while the fratricides of France 
Are treading on the neck of Rome, 

Hider at Gaeta, seizQ thy chance ! 
Coward and cruel, come ! 

Creep now from Naples' bloody skirt ; 

Thy mummer's part was acted well, 
While Rome, with steel and fire begirt. 

Before thy crusade fell ! 

Her death-groans answered to thy prayer ; 

Thy chant, the drum and bugle-call ; 
Thy lights, the burning villa's glare ; 

Thy beads, the shell and ball I 
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Rome, frowning o'er her new-made graves, 
Shall curse thee from her heart I 

No wreaths of sad Campagna's flowers 
Shall childhood in thy pathway fling; 

No garlands from their ravaged bowers 
Shall Temi's maidens bring ; 

But, hateful as that tyrant old. 
The mocking witness of his crime. 

In thee shall loathing eyes behold 
The Nero of our time I 

Stand where Rome's blood was freest shed, 
Mock Heaven with impious thanks, and call 

Its curses on the patriot dead. 
Its blessings on the Gaul ! 

Or sit upon thy throne of lies, 

A poor, mean idol, blood-besmeared. 

Whom even its worshippers despise, 
Unhonored, unrevered I 

Yet, Scandal of the World ! from thee 
One needful truth mankind shall learn : 

That kings and priests to Liberty 
And God are false in turn. 

Earth wearies of them ; and the long 
Meek sufferance of the Heavens doth fail ; 

Woe for weak tyrants, when the strong 
Wake, struggle, and prevail ! 
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" Of your spectral puppet play 

I have traced the cunning wires ; 
Come what will, I needs must say, 
God is true, and ye are liars." 



When the thought of man is free. 
Error fears its lightest tones ; 

So the priest cried, " Sadducee 1 
And the people took up stones. 



» 



In the ancient burying-ground. 
Side by side the twain now lie ; 

One with humble grassy mound. 
One with marbles pale and high. 

But the Lord hath blest the seed 

Which that tradesman scattered then. 

And the preacher's spectral creed 
Chills no more the blood of men. 

Let us trust, to one is known 

Perfect love which casts out fear, 

While the other's joys atone 

For the wrong he suffered here. 
1849. 
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The South-land boasts its teeming canei 
The prairied West its heavy grain. 
And sunset's radiant gates unfold 
On rising marts and sands of gold ! 
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FVom Autumn frost to Apiil rain, 
Too long licr winter woods complain ; 
From biulili ing leaf, 

Her suromei Liriat. 
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The riches of the Con. ealth 

Am frci', strniiu iniixls, and lioarts of health ; 
Aii.l iiii.r.- Ill Ikt lh;in -••Ad or grain, 
Tlic niiitiiii;; liatnl luiil I'liltiirod brain. 

For wril slio kofim hvv anoit'iit stock, 
Tbr stubborn stiongtli of Pilgrim Rock ; 
Anil still niuintains. with lulKlor laws. 
Ami draivf liHil. tliv tiood OKI Cause! 



Yet, on her 

And wintry j 
And what he, 
The harvoBt oi 



\oi- Iiroils tliu skL'|itic's ]iuny bands, 

AVliilo iii'ar \wr w'liool tbc i-luin-li-spire stands; 

Nor fears tbc bliml..! l.igofs rule. 

Wliili; nuar her i.-bur<.>li-(<i>ire stands the school. 
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THE PRISONERS OF NAPLES. 

I HAVE been thinking of the victims bound 

In Naples, dying for the lack of air 

And sunshine, in their close, damp cells of pain, 

Where hope is not, and innocence in vain 

Appeals against the torture and the chain ! 

Unfortunates ! whose crime it was to share 

Our common love of freedom, and to dare. 

In its behalf, Rome's harlot triple-crowned. 

And her base pander, the most hateful thing 

Who upon Christian or on Pagan ground 

Makes vile the old heroic name of king. 

O God most merciful I Father just and kind ! 

Whom man hath bound let thy right hand unbind. 

Or, if thy purposes of good behind 

Their ills lie hidden, let the sufferers find 

Strong consolations ; leave them not to doubt 

Thy providential care, nor yet without 

The hope which all thy attributes inspire. 

That not in vain the martyr's robe of fire 

Is worn, nor the sad prisoner's fretting chain ; 

Since all who suffer for thy truth send forth. 

Electrical, with every throb of pain. 

Unquenchable sparks, thy own baptismal rain 

Of fire and spirit over all the earth, 

Making the dead in slavery live again. 

Let this great hope be with them, as they lie 

Shut from the light, the greenness, and the sky ; 

From the cool waters and the pleasant breeze, 

The smell of flowers, and shade of summer trees ; 

Bound with the felon lepers, whom disease 



I, who have spoken foi 
Of some weak friendsl 
Of name or place, and 
Have gained in wider 
And free conuniuiion t 
May God forbid that I 
Such easy self-denial, ( 
That the strong pulse < 
That, overworn at noot 
To other hands the ght 
A tired on-looher throi 
For blest beyond deser 
That kindly Provideno 
In the withdrawal as ii 
Scarcely I dare for moi 
Beautiful yet for me th 
Melts on its sunset hillf 
For me the Ocean lifts 
To me the pine-woods v 
Yon river, winding thrt 
By greenest banks, witl 
And gentian bloom and 
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Nor lack I friends, long-tried and near and dear, 

Whose love is round me like this" atmosphere. 

Warm, soft, and golden. For such gifts to me 

What shall I render, O my God, to thee ? 

Let me not dwell upon my lighter share 

Of pain and ill that human life must bear ; 

Save me from selfish pining ; let my heart. 

Drawn from itself in sympathy, forget 

The bitter longings of a vain regret, 

The anguish of its own peculiar smart. 

Bemembering others, as I have to-day. 

In their great sorrows, let me live alway 

Not for myself alone, but have a part. 

Such as a frail and erring spirit may. 

In love which is of Thee, and which indeed Thou 

art! 
1851. 



THE PEACE OF EUROPE. 

" Great peace in Europe ! Order reigns 
Frofn Tiber's hiUs to Danube's plains ! " 
So say her kings and priests ; so say 
The lying prophets of our day. 

Go lay to earth a listening ear ; 
The tramp of measured marches hear ; 
The rolling of the cannon's wheel, 
The shotted musket's murderous peal. 
The night alarm, the sentry's call, 
The quick-eared spy in hut and hall I 
From Polar sea and tropic fen 
The dying-groans of exiled men I 

TOEtein. 22 
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Th« bolted cell, tbe gitUey's cbaiiu, 
The MaGTuIil mkokiog with hs stains ! 
Onler, tbe hu«b of brooding tlnves I 
Poaoe, in tbe dnngcoo-ruilts and gnms I 

O Fisber ! of tfao world-wide oet, 
With niesheo in «11 w»t»-ni set. 
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wliat is War ? 



Wliite Aii^'ul of tlie Lonl ! Tiiimeet 
Tliut soil :ici'iirseil for tliy pure foet. 
Nuver in Slavi-ry's (U'sert tiows 
Till; fiiiiiit;iiLi of tliy ihartm'il rfi>08u; 
No tvnint's hand tliv uli;i]ilft weaves 
Of lili^-. and of oIi\v-leuv.'^ : 
Not with the wii'kwl sliaJt thou dwell, 
Tluissaith the KtoiualOiai'le; 
Thy Iiotue is with the pure ami free ! 
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Stem herald of thy better daj. 

Before thee, to prepare thy ¥ray. 

The Baptist Shade of Liberty, 

Gray, scarred and hairy-robed, must press 

Widi bleeding feet the wilderness ! 

Oh that its voice might pierce the ear 

Of princes, trembling while they hear 

A cry as of the Hebrew seer : 

Bepent I God's kingdom draweth near ! 

1852. 



ASTRiEA. 

** JoYe means to settle 
Astroa in her seat again, 
And let down from his golden chain 
An age of better metal." 

Ben J0N8ON, 1015. 

O POET rare and old ! 

Thy words are prophecies ; 
Forward the age of gold, 

The new Saturnian lies. 

The universal prayer 

And hope are not in vain ; 
Rise, brothers I and prepare 

The way for Saturn's reign. 

Perish shall all which takes 
From labor's board and can ; 

Perish shall all which makes 
A spaniel of the man ! 
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THE DISEI 

He had bowed dowi 

An abject worshi] 

The pride of manho. 

Too faint and coI< 

And he had given hi 

To the unblessed 1 

And bowing to the p 

IlefWUI ;. 1.:, < 



THE DISENTHRALLED 841 

And like the passing of a dream 

That Cometh not again, 
The shadow of the spirit fled. 

He saw the gulf before, 
He shuddered at the waste behind. 

And was a man once more. 

He shook the serpent folds away. 

That gathered round his heart, 
As shakes the swaying forest-oak 

Its poison vine apart ; 
He stood erect ; returning pride 

Grew terrible within. 
And conscience sat in judgment, on 

His most familiar sin. 

The light of Intellect again 

Along his pathway shone ; 
And Reason like a monarch sat 

Upon his olden throne. 
The honored and the wise once more 

Within his presence came ; 
And lingered oft on lovely lips 

His once forbidden name. 

There may be glory in the might, 

That treadeth nations down ; 
Wreaths for the crimson conqueror. 

Pride for the kingly crown ; 
But nobler is that triumph hour. 

The disenthralled shall find. 
When evil passion boweth down. 

Unto the Godlike mind ! 
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THE KK)R \'OTER ON ELECTION DAY. 

Thk proudtist tunr is bnt my peer, 

llu] highest not mon higli : 
To4ay, of all tlw wenrj year, 

A kin;; of men am I. 



To^ay, idi 
Tf>u nan, 

My palavc 
TliebaU 



tw! 



Wbci wrvtjs , lie list 

BcHide the >k Btand ; 

Alike tlie brown - ikled fist. 

The gloved and i. hand I 

Tllc lirh is Irvol witll lllf Jinor, 

Till; w,.:d(is.str.,ii-|.i-diiy: 
Ami sl-'i-ki'st liriinili-Itilli i-iniiits no more 

Tliaii lidiiii'sjuni fiiiok of yrav. 

To-<lav li't )iiim)i ami vaiii ]iivtence 

Mv >,t.ul.l)<.in li-ht al.i.k- ; 
I si'l :i |ihiiii mail's I'omtimii sense 

.\'_'aiiist t!ic |k-dinit\ ]iriiU'. 
T.Mlav .hall sim|.l.. m:ii,lH>m] try 

The MiTii-tli ..f -ohl and land : 
Tl.,' wi.le xvorld has imt wealth to buy 

The iinwcf in mv li.'lit hand ! 



^^ liilr ihfiv 's a i:v'n'i to seek redress, 

Or bahuiec ti) adjust. 
Whore weiqilis imr living manhood less 

Than ^lammon's vilest dust, — 
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While there 's a right to need my vote, 

A wrong to sweep away, 
Up ! clouted knee and ragged coat I 

A man 's a man to-day I 

1848. 

THE DREAM OF PIO NONO. 

It chanced that while the pious troops of France 
Fought in the crusade Pio Nono preached, 
What time the holy Bourbons stayed his hands 
(The Hur and Aaron meet for such a Moses), 
Stretched forth from Naples towards rebellious 

Rome 
To bless the ministry of Oudinot, 
And sanctify his iron homilies 
And sharp persuasions of the bayonet, 
That the great pontiff fell asleep, and dreamed. 

He stood by Lake Tiberias, in the sun 
Of the bright Orient ; and beheld the lame, 
The sick, and blind, kneel at the Master's feet. 
And rise up whole. And, sweetly over all. 
Dropping the ladder of their hymn of praise 
From heaven to earth, in silver rounds of song, 
He heard the blessed angels sing of peace. 
Good-will to man, and glory to the Lord. 

Then one, with feet unshod, and leathern face 
Hardened and darkened by fierce summer suns 
And hot winds of the desert, closer drew 
His fisher's haick, and girded up his loins. 
And spake, as one who had authority : 
** Come thou with me." 
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lakesado aiul eiastaru sky 
And tbe sweet song of ongiels passed away, 
And, witb a dream's alacrity of change. 
The pritist, anil tlii- tiwart tUlier by hU side. 
Beheld the Etenial City lift its domes 
And solumu fanes and monnmenta) pomp 
Above the waste Caaipatnni. Ou the luUfl 
The bhize of bumin, nd fell. 

And momently the l thmat 

Roared from the tre rithin the walln. 

Sharp <?i-iish of shell of human [Htin, 

Shout, drum beat, ai ig larum-bell. 

And t^aIup of hosts, i ogled sound. 

Half Wall and half deli they passed 

The gate of San Pancrasiu n blood 

Flowed ankle-high about tht. id dead men 
Choked tlic long sUwt with ga^lieJ and gury 

piles - 
A ghastly bxirrie;ide of mangled flesh, 
From which, at times, qiiivei-ed a living hand, 
Ami white li]w moved and iui>anei:l. A father tore 
His gniy hairs, by the b.»Iy of his son, 
111 frenzy ; and his fair jiniiig daughter wept 
Oil ilia old bosom. Suddenly a H.ish 
Clove the tliiek siilphuious air. and nLtn and maid 
Sauk, crushed and mangled bj- the shattering shell. 

Then spake the Galilean : " Thou hast seen 
The blessed Master and His works of love ; 
Look now on thine ! Hear'st thou the angels sing 
Above this npoii holl ? Tliou God's liigh-priest ! 
Thou the Vicegerent of the Prince of Peace ! 
Thou the successor of His chosen ones 1 



I 
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I, Peter, fisherman of Galilee, 
In the dear Master's name, and for the love 
Of His true Church, proclaim thee Antichrist, 
Alien and separate from His holy faith. 
Wide as the difference between death and life. 
The hate of man and the great love of God I 
Hence, and repent ! " ^ 

Thereat the pontifiP woke. 
Trembling, and muttering o'er his fearful dream. 
" What means he ? " cried the Bourbon. " Nothing 

more 
Than that your majesty hath all too well 
Catered for your poor guests, and that, in sooth, 
The Holy Father's supper troubleth him," 
Said Cardinal Antonelli, with a smile. 

1853. 



THE VOICES. 

" Why urge the long, unequal fight, 
Since Truth has fallen in the street. 
Or lift anew the trampled light, 

Quenched by the heedless million's feet? 

^^ Give o'er the thankless task ; forsake 
The fools who know not ill from good : 
Eat, drink, enjoy thy own, and take 
Thine ease among the multitude. 

^^Live out thyself; with others share 
Thy proper life no more ; assume 




The uncoiK-crit of Mill) oud air. 
Fur life or tleatli, or blight or 

"The moiiDtuiii pino luolu calmly od 

The &Tvit that uxiurge the plains below, 
Nor heods the eagle in the s 

The Htnall }'-*- -■-'■ — ~ the sdovI 



" The world is 
Work out a 
The Iiand thai 
And nurse ti 



le ; let Him 
ange most be : 
can trim 
t{al tree." 



So spako the Tem) i the light 

Of sun and stars ba the slqr ; 

I listeneil, through tlie •:lanii ami niglit. 
Anil lit'urd, iiiftlioiight. ;i voice reply: 



" Thy task may wi-Il seem over-hard. 
Who se:itU'iest in a thankless soil 
Tliy life as seed, wiili no rewanl 
Save that whieli Duty gives to Toil. 

" Not wholly is thy heart resijj^ied 

To Ileaveirs heiiign and just decree, 
Whieh, linkinjc tliee witli all thy kind. 
Transmits their joys and fjriefs to thee. 

" Break nff that sacred chain, and turn 
liack on tliv>clf tliv love and care ; 
Be thou thine own in'ean idol, hum 

Faith, Ho]ie, and Trust, tliy children, there. 
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^^ Released from that fraternal law 

Which shares the common bale and bliss, 
No sadder lot could Folly draw, 

Or Sin provoke from Fate, than this. 

^^ The meal unshared is food unblest : 

Thou hoard'st in vain what love should spend ; 
Self -ease is pain ; thy only rest 
Is labor for a worthy end ; 

^^ A toil that gains with what it yields, 
And scatters to its own increase, 
And hears, whUe sowing outward fields. 
The harvest-song of inward peace. 

^^ Free-lipped the liberal streamlets run. 
Free shines for all the healthful ray ; 
The still pool stagnates in the sun. 
The lurid earth-fire haunts decay t 

" What is it that the crowd requite 

Thy love with hate, thy truth with lies ? 
And but to faith, and not to sight, 
The walls of Freedom's temple rise ? 

" Yet do thy work ; it shall succeed 
In thine or in another's day; 
And, if denied the victor's meed. 
Thou shalt not lack the toiler's pay. 

^^ Faith shares the future's promise ; Love's 
Self-offering is a triumph won ; 
And each good thought or action moves 
The dark world nearer to the sun. 



And duty's liolie 

"Strivest tbou io da 

In league with ti 

Thy night-watch ke 

And pale Kemon 

" Hast thou not, on a 

Seen the sweet Si 

And cloud and shad 

The curtains of it 

"So, haply, when thy 

The wrong shall 1 

And all thy week-da 

With the long Sal 
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Written Dpoo hearing that a 
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THE NEW EXODUS 849 

From their long bondage, with an outstretched 
hand, 
God led the Hebrew slaves t 

Dead as the letter of the Pentateuch, 

As Egypt's statues cold. 
In the adytum of the sacred book 

Now stands that marvel old. 

^^ Lo, God ia great ! " the simple Moslem says. 

We seek the ancient date. 
Turn the dry scroll, and make that living phrase 

A dead one : " God wc^ great ! " 

And, like the Coptic monks by Mousa's wells, 

We dream of wonders past. 
Vague as the tales the wandering Arab tells, 

Each drowsier than the last. 

O fools and blind ! Above the Pyramids 

Stretches once more that hand. 
And tranced Egypt, from her stony lids, 

Flings back her veil of sand. 

And morning-smitten Memnon, singing, wakes ; 

And, listening by his Nile, 
O'er Ammon's grave and awful visage breaks 

A sweet and human smile. 

Not, as before, with hail and fire, and call 

Of death for midnight graves. 
But in the stillness of the noonday, fall 

The fetters of the slaves. 
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No lonf^er tliniii};li thu Km) Sea, w uf uU, 

TIio boDfliiK'ii wiilk dry »bod ; 
Tlirmit'ti huDiaii httiirtM, hy luve of Him oootroUed, 

I-tiiii» DOW Uiut {inlii of God t 
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Slirar..j,sli.Taiirliof.lawii, 

AVln'iv-,.r tW lliiti^i caiiiioii 
Uaiiicd lire on towor ;iiiil town, 



THE CONQUEST OF FINLAND 861 

Outspake the ancient Amtman, 
At the gate of Helsingf ors : 
•* Why comes this ship a-spying 

In the track of England's wars ? " 



«( 



God bless her," said the coast-guard, — 

*'*' God bless the ship, I say. 
The holy angels trim the sails 

That speed her on her way ! 



** Where'er she drops her anchor, 
The peasant's heart is glad ; 
Where'er she spreads her parting sail, 
The peasant's heart is sad. 

^' Each wasted town and hamlet 
She visits to restore ; 
To roof the shattered cabin. 
And feed the starving poor. 

*^ The sunken boats of fishers. 
The foraged beeves and grain, 
The spoil of flake and storehouse, 
The good ship brings again. 

^ And so to Finland's sorrow 
The sweet amend is made, 
As if the healing hand of Christ 
Upon her wounds were laid ! " 

Then said the gray old Amtman, 
** The will of God be done 1 
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Tbe UtUo liMt by Engkod's hate, 
Uy KngUud's love is woo 1 
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But when did kindnciM fail to find 
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• I'or iM.ilaiia. l.H.Uhijr siMwurd, 
N,>o,iniM;if,„. .4.;ill-sr;m: 
Ai.a till' Ij.>1v 1h-!1s of \\>o 

Sli:ill rill-. -G.-oa-^ ill Ionian!' 



"Then nnv tbv l.oat. llslicr ! 
Ini...u.vonh.kc:uun>:.y; 
Anil (lioii, voTiii^ iiiaidt'ii, daiioc ag^iu 
.\r.uiii.l ill,' iu)K'« of Mav : 

" Sit down, ol.l nu'ii. to^iotlici-, 
01.1 »iv<'». ill .|iiirt spin ; 
Il.ai.'itortli til.' AuL-l.'-SiiM.n 
Is llic IjTOtliiT ..t tlio riiiu!" 
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THE EVE OF ELECTION. 

From gold to gray 

Our mild sweet day 
Of Indian Summer fades too soon ; 

But tenderly 

Above the sea 
Hangs, white and calm, the hunter's moon. 

In its pale fire, 

The viUage spire 
Shows like the zodiac's spectral lance ; 

The painted walls 

Whereon it falls 
Transfigured stand in marble trance ! 

O'er fallen leaves 

The west-wind grieves. 
Yet comes a seed-time round again ; 

And morn shall see 

The State sown free 
With baleful tares or healthful grain. 

Along the street 

The shadows meet 
Of Destiny, whose hands conceal 

The moulds of fate 

That shape the State, 
And make or mar the common weaL 

Around I see 

The powers that be ; 

TOCkUL 23 
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i vul by Empire's piinul Bpriogs ; 

And pHnoc* moot. 

In vnrj atroet, 
And bear the tread df nnontwoed Idogs! 

Hark! tliroogli thv crowd 
Tliu htugh rau-i tuiul, 
Benontli i ; moon. 

a 

A 
Mfty aha! monow'a dood 1 

Noj 
Ooec 
May blast tbu l eedom'i year. 

Oh. tak» me a 

AiL'hrarlsof prayrr. 
Aii.l for. ■! I. ■:,.!, Imhv,.,! in ii'vcrent fear! 

Not li-lil!v f:.ll 

K,.y..iL.l iv,-all 
Tlic- written MTolU a Ijr.'iith can float; 

Tlu'<T..«inii-f:i.'t 

Tlic kiiigliu^t a;'t 
Of Fiet-doui is tlie f rwinaii's vote ! 
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Tho .liviT in til... il..rp S0.1 ai03; 
Til,, n-al riylit 

Wo lioa.t tn.|li-l,t 

Is ours tlifoii-h costlior siicriliue 
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The blood of Vane, 

His prison pain 
Who traced the path the Pilgrim trod, 

And hers whose faith 

Drew strength from death, 
And prayed her Russell up to God ! 

Our hearts grow cold. 

We lightly hold" 
A right which brave men died to gain ; 

The stake, the cord. 

The axe, the sword. 
Grim nurses at its birth of pain. 

The shadow rend. 

And o'er us bend, 
O martyrs, with your crowns and palms ; 

Breathe through these throngs 

Your battle songs. 
Your scaffold prayers, and dungeon psalms ! 

Look from the sky. 

Like God's great eye. 
Thou solemn moon, with searching beam. 

Till in the sight 

Of thy pure light 
Our mean self-seekings meaner seem. 

Shame from our hearts 
Unworthy arts. 
The fraud designed, the purpose dark ; 
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jid HDite away 
J lie hatub we lay 
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Aud printtc aima, 
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FROM PKIU'GIA. 

In' lliiii',' "lii< li lirLx rlj-- iM<'Hi di'im-vi'i^d Thf people from tba 
— till' u'li-riiir-i'-l- ihiii)-. — (111- bn>nkiii(- poiiil betvwn 
id iIhui, — h:is Ix-fii tin' .■ui>i>iir;if^'iiii'nl and pnnnuliun ho 

i:i. Tl-il tii;i<I<- ll»' liri'jikin^ |Hiiiit ill many lioiu-st lieafU 

:l.l .Uuii; l<. Ililll lhfi.r«.-- — llAllHLKT BeECHEK StOWe'S 



Tiir: tall, sallow guardsmen tlieir horsetails have 

s|>rua(l, 
riamiii;:; out in tln.'ir violet, yellow, :Lnd i-ed ; 
And beliin.l '^o the lackeys in criiiifion and buff. 
And the cliamlicrlains gorguoiis in velvet and ruff ; 



FROM PERUGIA 857 

Next, in red-legged pomp, come the cardinals forth, 
Each a lord of the chorch and a prince of the earth. 

What 's this squeak of the fife, and this batter of 
drum? 

Lo I the Swiss of the Church from Pemg^ come ; 

The militant angels, whose sabres drive home 

To the hearts of the malcontents, cursed and ab- 
horred. 

The good Father's missives, and ^^ Thus saith the 
Lord!" 

And lend to his logic the point of the sword I 

O maids of Etruria, gazing forlorn 

O'er dark Thrasymenus, dishevelled and torn I 

O fathers, who pluck at your gray beards for 
shame! 

O mothers, struck dumb by a woe without name I 

WeD ye know how the Holy Church hireling be- 
haves. 

And his tender compassion of prisons and graves ! 

There they stand, the hired stabbers, the blood- 
stains yet fresh. 

That splashed like red wine from the vintage of 
flesh; 

Grrim instruments, careless as pincers and rack 

How the joints tear apart, and the strained sinews 

crack; { 

But the hate that glares on them is sharp as their 
swords. 

And the sneer and the scowl print the air with 
fierce words ! 



ii 
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Off w omXb, down witb kneea, ilwat yonr Thu 

) mad' 
Here '■ tti« Vofe \a hb holiday rigbtMHtsncH dad. 
From aborn crown to toe-nail, kisa-woni to the 

quick. 
Of sunthooal ill piirplv tlwt jmttcro nod [tick. 
Who the ri'lf of tlie prii>st oix) tlit! u^litivr ttnites, 
And, joayinj;: Joahua fights I 

Is this I^ No for whom 

We sang imr i btod all Itoino ; 

With whose a<)i d the new era began 

When the pricei man, thv tnoak he a 

man ? 

Ah, the vitAl 'h with p, and the fox widfl 

tJw f"«l. ^^ 

Wlien frrctloiii wt' trust to tlic crosier and cowl! 

Stan<l asiilc, iiu'ii of Rome! Here's a hangman- 
fiicci Swiss — 

(\ l.Iessing for tiiiu surclv can't go amiss) — 

AV..iiia kneel .lowii tlio saiu'titicd s!ii>(>or to kiss. 

Short slirift will s.inice liim. — he "s Wost beyond 
iloiil.t : 

Hut tln'iT 's 1>](X)() on liis hands which would scarce- 
ly Mash out, 

Tliongh I'etor himself held the linptisnial spout! 

Make way for the next I Hei-c 's another sweet 

son I 
Wliafs this niastiff-jawe<l rascal in oiiaulets done? 

He .lid. whisjicrs niiuor, (its truth Oo<l forbid!) 
At IVnigiii what Ilerod at Bethlehem did. 
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And the mothers ? Don't name them ! these hu- 
mors of war 

They who keep him in service must pardon him 
for. 

Hist I here 's the arch-knave in a cardinal's hat, 
With the heart of a wolf, and the stealth of a cat 
(As if Judas and Herod together were rolled), 
Who keeps, all as one, the Pope's conscience and 

gold. 
Mounts guard on the altar, and pilfers from 

thence, 
And flatters St. Peter while stealing his pence ! 

Who doubts Antonelli ? Have miracles ceased 
When robbers say mass, and Barabbas is priest ? 
When the Church eats and drinks, at its mystical 

board, 
The true flesh and blood carved and shed by its 

sword. 
When its martyr, unsinged, claps the crown on his 

head. 
And roasts, as his proxy, his neighbor instead ! 

There ! the bells jow and jangle the same blessed 

way 
That they did when they rang for Bartholomew's 

day. 
Hark I the tallow-faced monsters, nor women nor 

boys. 
Vex the air with a shrill, sexless horror of noise. 
Te Deum laudamus I All round without stint 
The incense-pot swings with a taint of blood in 't ! 
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And now for the t)I«!i«mg ! Of little a«ooimt. 
You know, U the old one tbe; beard oo Uw 

Mount. 
Its f^vBt wan liinilless, UU raitoent was poor, 
No jbwulli-d tiura His fishermeo wore ; 
No iiiceii-se, no lackeys, no nchee. uo home. 
No Switis guardfl I We order things better at 

Rome. 



I 



bid 



So bless UB tb 

weak; 
Let Aiuttria'ii t 
Let the wolf-wh 
With his deatb- 

cliain ; 

Put reason, and justice, th und 

For the sin unforgivcn is freedom for 



curse us the 



for lier bo«k ; 
lay Bondia again, 
i, and halter, and 



ITALY. 

Arnoss tlic sea I heard the groans 

Of ii.itiiiiis ill the iuterviila 
Of wind and wave. ThL'ir blood and bones 
Cried out in torture, crushed by thrones. 

And sucked by priestly eauuibals. 

I dreamed of Freedom slowly gained 

By martyr meekness, ]>atience, faitb. 
And lo ! an athlete grimly stained. 
With corded muscles battle -strained, 
Shoutiii;^ it from the fields of death I 
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I torn me, awe-struok, from the sight, fl 

Among the clamoring thousands mute, 
I only know that God is right, 
And that the children of the light 

Shall tread the darkness under foot. 

I know the pent fire heaves its crust, 

That sultry skies the bolt will form 
To smite them clear ; that Nature must 
The balance of her powers adjust, 

Though with the earthquake and the storm. 

God reigns, and let the earth rejoice ! 

I bow before His sterner plan. 
Dumb are the organs of my choice ; 
He speaks in battle's stormy voice. 

His praise is in the wrath of man! 

Yet, surely as He lives, the day 

Of peace He promised shall be ours. 
To fold the flags of war, and lay 
Its sword and spear to rust away, 

And sow its ghastly fields with flowers I 
1800. 



h 
FREEDOM IN BRAZIL. l 

With clearer light, Cross of the South, shine i^' 

forth 

In blue Brazilian skies ; 
And thou, O river, cleaving half the earth 

From sunset to sunrise. 



■ I 

1 -I 



And thou, grest-heai 
mouth 

The word of God is t 
Once more, " Let then 
South, 

Lift up thy houored 1 
Wear unashamed a orov 

More than by birth tb 
Careless of watch and wt 

By grateful hearts aloi 
The moated wall and bat 

But safe shall justice p 
Stronger than greaves of 

The panoply of love. 

Crowned doubly by mi 
grace, 

Thy future is secure ; 
Who frees a people make 

In Time's Valhalla snr 
Lo I from bis Neva's ban 

StTPt"!""- 
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And he whose grave is holy by oar calm 

And prairied Sangamon, 
From his gaunt hand shall drop the martyr's 
palm 

To greet thee with " Well done 1 " 

And thou, O Earth, with smiles thy face make 
sweet, 

And let thy wail be stilled, 
To hear the Muse of prophecy repeat 

Her promise half fulfilled. 
The Voice that spake at Nazareth speaks still. 

No sound thereof hath died ; 
Alike thy hope and Heaven's eternal will 

Shall yet be satisfied. 
The years are slow, the vision tarrieth long, 

And far the end may be ; 
But, one by one, the fiends of ancient wrong 

Go out and leave thee free. 

1867. 



AFTER ELECTION. 

The day's sharp strife is ended now, 
Our work is done, God knoweth how! 
As on the thronged, imrestful town 
The patience of the moon looks down, 
I wait to hear, beside the wire, 
The voices of its tongues of fire. 

Slow, doubtful, faint, they seem at first : 
Be strong, my heart, to know the worst ! 



WaUtnu.ge.gl, 
* rem Wagner', g 

Trem MiMBsipp,-., 

Then, nuUed freej 
jS'h't-mUtmnt, 

0'"m. Wei.™ 

IJe prnine, O God 
™»«giv« not fori 

io bluid m rtu, reh 
"""^"Kkthefm, 
i» penah at it, B„„t 

O ■"«!■' of pe.«,Hj. 
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Onbr^warfp^^,,! 
■ana mvo w-vl * i. 
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DISARMAMENT. 

** Put up the sword 1 " The voice of Christ once 

more 
Speaks, in the pauses of the cannon's roar, 
O'er fields of com by fiery sickles reaped 
And left dry ashes ; over trenches heaped 
With nameless dead ; o'er cities starving slow 
Under a rain of fire ; through wards of woe 
Down which a groaning diapason runs 
From tortured brothers, husbands, lovers, sons 
Of desolate women in their far-off homes, 
Waiting to hear the step that never comes ! 
O men and brothers ! let that voice be heard. 
War fails, try peace ; put up the useless sword ! 

Fear not the end. There is a story told 

In Eastern tents, when autumn nights grow cold, 

And round the fire the Mongol shepherds sit 

With grave responses listening imto it : 

Once, on the errands of his mercy bent, 

Buddha, the holy and benevolent. 

Met a fell monster, huge and fierce of look, 

Whose awful voice the hills and forests shook. 

" O son of peace ! " the giant cried, " thy fate 

Is sealed at last, and love shall yield to hate." 

The unarmed Buddha looking, with no trace 

Of fear or anger, in the monster's face. 

In pity said : " Poor fiend, even thee I love." 

Lo ! as he spake the sky-tall terror sank 

To hand-breadth size ; the huge abhorrence shrank 

Into the form and fashion of a dove ; 



Not withoat envy Wea 

On tliuir bi-own stmug 

Look 

And scythe, or at 

plough 

Or tlie eteel liamess of t 

All who. by skin and 

Make aervice noble, and 

Prom savageness. By k 

Than theirs was uev 

made. 
Well for them, if, while . 
And evil connsels proffer 
Their honest manhood 
No war with Labor's righ 
Of sweet home-comfort, n 
And softer piUow for t] 



And well for Gain if it n 
Labor its I'l.ot J«-.~-.i 
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No wrong to him who tills its pleasant fields 

And spreads the table of its luxuries. 
The interests of the rich man and the poor 
Are one and same, inseparable evermore ; 
And, when scant wage or labor fail to give 
Food, shelter, raiment, wherewithal to live, 
Need has its rights, necessity its claim. 
Yea, even self -wrought misery and shame 
Test well the charity suffering long and kind. 
The home-pressed question of the age can find 
No answer in the catch-words of the blind 
Leaders of blind. Solution there is none 
Save in the Golden Rule of Christ alone. 
18T7. 



OUR COUNTRY. 

Read at Woodstock, Conn., Jnly 4, 1883. 

We give thy natal day to hope, 
O Country of our love and prayer 1 

Thy way is down no fatal slope, 
But up to freer sun and air. 

Tried as by furnace-fires, and yet 
By God's grace only stronger made, 

In future tasks before thee set 

Thou shalt not lack the old-time aid. 

The fathers sleep, but men remain 
As wise, as true, and brave as they ; 

Why count the loss and not the gain ? 
The best is that we have to-day. 
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OUR COUNTRY 369 

Bat, with thy just and equal rule. 

And labor*s need and breadth of binds, 
Free press and rostnun, chorch and schocd, I 

Thy sore, if slow, transforming hands 

Shall monld even them to thy design. 

Making a blessing of the ban ; 
And Freedom's chemistry combine 

The alien elements of man. 

The power that broke their prison bar 

And set the dosky millions free. 
And welded in the flame of war 

The Union fast to Liberty, 

Shall it not deal with other ills. 

Redress the red man's gricTance* break 
The Circean cap which shames and kills, 

And Labor full reqaital make ? 

Alone to sach as fitly bear 

Thy civic honors bid them &11 ? 
And call thy daughters forth to share 

The rights and duties pledged to all ? 



No lack was in thy primal stock. 
No weakling founders builded here ; 

Thine were the men of Plymouth Bock, 
The Huguenot and Cavalier ; 



I 



Give every child his right of school. 

Merge private g^reed in public good. 
And spare a treasury overfull 

The tax upon a poor man^s food ? j ^ 



¥■ 
\ 

I 
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And thoy whose firm eoduraitoe gained 

The frccilutn of the souls 
WlioM haniU, iinstiuiied with hlood. miuntaiiic<I 

The sworJIeaa cotumonwc^Lh of Peim. 



And Uiiiic shtill bo the power of all 
To do the wnrlr whii'li <lnty hids, 

Aiid make tl ficil hall 

As lasting A» I 



WeU have th 
Thy brave* 

The pledge ot 
The eqnal oiai 



oade good 
intuiy back, 
erliood, 
andblaek. 



That word still echoes round the world. 

And all who licar it turn to thee, 
And read u|>oii thv Ha;; unfurled 
Tlii-i.roijhirivsufdL-stiiiy. 



Thy gi'oat worhllesson all shall learn, 
TIk- nations in thy si-hool shall sit. 

Earth's farthest mountain -tops shall burn 
A\'ith watch-lires from thy own uplit. 

(iroat without si^ehiup to he fjroat 
My frauil or con.iiiest, rifh in gold, 

Ihit richer in the lar^o citato 

Of virtnf whi<-h thv vhlldrcn hold, 



With poace that rouies of purity 
And strt'iifjth to si]iiph> justice due. 

So runs our loyal dreaui of theo : 
(iod of our fathers ! make it tnio. 
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O Land of lands I to thee we give 
Our prayers, our hopes, our service free ; 

For ihee thy sons shall nobly live, 
And at thy need shall die for thee I 



ON THE BIG HORN. 

In tlie disastrous battle on the Big Horn River, in which (}en* 
end Gnster and his entire force were slain, the chief Rain-in-the- 
Face was one of the fiercest leaders of the Indians. In Longfel- 
low's poem on the massacre, these lines will be remembered : — 

** Berenge I ** cried Bain-in-tbe-Face, 
** Beyenge upon all the race 

Of the White Chief with yeUow hair ! " 
And the moontaina dark and high 
From their crags reechoed the cry 
Of his anger and despair. 

He is now a man of peace ; and the agent at Standing Rock, 
Dakota, writes, September 28, 1886 : " Rain-in-the-Face is Tery 
anxions to go to Hampton. I fear he is too old, but he desires 
Terymnohto go.*' The Southern Workmarij the org^n of General 
Armstrong's Industrial School at Hampton, Va., says in a late 
number : — 

'* Rain-in-the-Face has applied before to come to Hampton, but 
his age would exclude him from the school as an ordinary student. 
He has shown himself very much in earnest about it, and is anxious, 
all say, to leam the better ways of life. It is as unusual as it is 
striking to see a man of his age, and one who has had such an 
experience, willing to give up the old way, and put himself in the 
position of a boy and a student." 

The years are but half a score, 
And the war-whoop sounds no more 

With the blast of bugles, where 
Straight into a slaughter pen, 
With his doomed three hundred men, 

Bode the chief with the yellow hair. 



5 OF LABOR AND REFORM 
lupton, down by tlic tea I 
' ,t voice is beseeching thee 

: tho sciiolor'ti lowliest ])Uce ? 
Con \h\* I>c tho voice of hiro 
Who fought on tho Big Horn's rim ? 
Can this be Ram-in>the-Face ? 



Hi» war i 


iway. 


Hish&i 


toftlaj; 


Hei. 1 


adhiaraoe 



Tbm 



I. lore 



O chief of tjie fiofaool ! 

Can the zeal of ; grow cool 

Wheii 111.- victor scarred with fight 
Like a •■hihi for thy giii<laiiee fr:m-s, 
And tlie faees of liiuiters and bravoa 

Are Uirning to thee for light? 

The halchet lies overgrown 
■\Vitli grass l.y the Yellowstone, 

Wind Kiver and Paw of Bear; 
And, in sign that foes are friends, 
Eiieh lodge like a pcace-jiiiK; sends 

Its smoke in tho quiet air. 



The hand* tliat have done the wrong 
To right the wmtiged are strong. 

And t!ie voiee of a nation saith : 
" Enough of tlic war of swords, 
Enough of tlie lying words 

.\iid sluunc of a broken faith ! " 



Ott the Rig Horn 
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The hills that have watched afar 
The valleys ablaze with war 

Shall look on the tasselled com ; 
And the dust of the grinded grain, 
Instead of the blood of the slain, 

Shall sprinkle thy banks, Big Horn I 

The Ute and the wandering Crow 
Shall know as the white men know, 

And fare as the white men fare ; 
The pale and the red shall be brothers. 
One's rights shall be as another's. 

Home, School, and House of Prayer I 

O mountains that climb to snow, 
O river winding below. 

Through meadows by war once trod, 
O wild, waste lands that await 
The harvest exceeding great. 

Break forth into praise of God I 
1887. 



ncwtpap ' errpui of Oat tMt and Hi latiUiig ptMskvn 
fMV>>re<l Abulitiuii. 

Note A pa^rn lift. The KODatorlal rditor of Uie BMiut[i 
Guuitt t tdaag tiuuiifi!st«il a foeuHax boirur of " ui^gcn " 

Nolo ft, fmg« 1 18. Thtf juntiin* liefoiv wfaum Kldrr Stom 
wnn brougtit for pKAcbing Rbolitiou on n writ dnwu bj Ilim. 
M. N'., Jr, of ntUfteld. TLv tJiFtilT MfTtd a>« writ whilt 
tliE elder wu pnj ' 

K»(« 7, psgB 1. ly al Chiuhh, N. II., re- 

Gpivpd oM or two nnii wu in couwqufnu* 

tlrag][«d off inta r i-nttic touiuk 

Ni>t« 8, pag» ' tmnioriala toucfaing th« 

Kubjcct of aUnO} Iw Ul>I« without muling, 

di'linle,orrafBrMtp< {(■<*1**>'" it wu called, 

iutrudueed In tba urtoo. 

Nut« 9, |>ag» iHu, Aoti-SUnr; Sodatj, at 

iin lint meeting in Cood.. UMuUd wiUi itouet aad 

)>rickhltt«. 

N.itr 10, TijiEc 108. Thp Pipplion of ChnriM Sumner to 
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